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PREFACE: A SPECIAL STEPHEN CRANE ISSUE
One of the great pleasures of coming to a new library, as I did to
Syracuse last March, is the joy of discovering particularly strong but
unexpected collections. The Leopold von Ranke holdings, the Mar,
garet Bourke,White collection, and the Belfer Audio Archives are
just a few of the great strengths of the Syracuse University Libraries
and its special collections.
One of the more natural aggregations of materials here is our strong
and growing collection of letters, manuscripts, and documents by
and relating to Stephen Crane, an undergraduate at the University
during the Spring of 1891. Crane was better known at Syracuse for
his contributions to the University baseball team and his penchant
for cutting chapel than for his incipient literary talent. Nonetheless,
we have not failed to exploit the connection.
In 1984 Syracuse acquired the Melvin H. Schoberlin collection of
Crane letters and manuscripts, and it is that acquisition, joining many
other distinguished Crane collections already here, that this issue of
the Courier celebrates. We hope that the contents will be enjoyable
to the lay reader, informative for the specialist, and above all will
attract other scholars to use these unique resources.
David H. Starn
University Librarian
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Stephen Crane's earliest surviving manuscript, ca. 1879-80, written when he
was about eight years old (from the Melvin H. Schoberlin Collection).
Autograph album inscription to Armistead ("Tommie") Borland, 1890
(from the Melvin H. Schoberlin Collection).
Searching for Stephen Crane:
The Schoberlin Collection
BY JAMES B. COLVERT
In mid,March of 1896 Stephen Crane, already famous at twenty'
four as the author of a novel of the Civil War, The Red Badge of
Courage, sent his editor, Ripley Hitchcock, a note apologizing for
missing a business appointment. "Of course", Crane wrote, "eccen,
tric people are admirably picturesque at a distance but I suppose after
your recent close,range experiences with me, you have the usual sense
of annoyance. After all, I cannot help vanishing and disappearing
and dissolving. It is my foremost trait." 1
It was a trait his mother, a noted Methodist reformer who always
wanted him to be dependable, orderly, and attentive to his Christian
duties, often complained about. "Stevie", she wrote when he was
thirteen or fourteen, a cub reporter roaming the New Jersey beaches
around Asbury Park gleaning resort gossip for his brother Townley's
newspaper column, "is like the wind in Scripture. He bloweth whither
he listeth." 2 He has seemed so to his biographers. "I go through the
world unexplained, I suppose", he once wrote, and no one who has
struggled with the recalcitrant facts of his life would deny the truth
of the observation. 3
The most gifted writer of his generation, he was precocious, un,
lucky (fated, as the romantic,minded have said), and very nearly
helpless in the management of his affairs. Dead at twenty,eight from
tuberculosis aggravated by physical exhaustion brought on by his
strenuous and reckless life as a war correspondent, he moved frenet,
1. Crane to Ripley Hitchcock, [15 March?] 1896. R. W. Stallman and Lillian
Gilkes, eds., Stephen Crane: Letters (New York: New York Univ. Press, 1960), 118-
19.
2. Thomas Beer, Stephen Crane: A Study in American Letters (New York: Knopf,
1923), 48.
3. Crane to Nellie Crouse, 31 December [1895]. Stallman and Gilkes, Letters, 86.
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ically from one high adventure to another, leaving little or nothing
as a record of his passing. "Crane's carelessness was astonishing", his
first biographer, Thomas Beer, wrote in 1923. "Belonging to the vainest
of professions, he took no trouble to annotate himself for history." 4
What he failed to annotate were his excursions in the Bohemian
rooming houses and art studios in New York in the early nineties,
when he was writing Maggie: A Girl of the Streets, The Black Riders,
George's Mother, and The Red Badge of Courage; his journey through
the West and Mexico in 1895, which gave him "The Bride Comes
to Yellow Sky" and "The Blue Hotel"; his adventures with shipwreck
and war in Florida and Greece in 1896-97, from which he got "The
Open Boat" and "Death and the Child"; his literary and personal
relations with Henry james, joseph Conrad, Harold Frederic, H. G.
Wells, Ford Madox Ford (then Ford Madox Hueffer) in England in
1897 and 1899; and his adventures as a war reporter for the New
York Journal and the New York World in Cuba, jamaica, Haiti, and
Puerto Rico in 1898. Handsome, intense, indifferent to the conven,
tions of art and life, he was the prototypical romantic adventurer,
artist, an early devotee of the cult of experience, a compulsive seeker
after danger, crisis, and high sensation.
Searching out the facts of this hectic life, his biographers have
been confronted at nearly every tum by tangled chronologies, un,
dated, misdated, and missing letters, contradictory testimony by peo,
pIe who knew him (or thought they knew him), and legions of un,
verifiable rumors and fanciful legends. The life of no writer except
Poe, perhaps, has seemed so intriguing, and none so frustrating. Within
three years of his death, Willis Clarke, a young journalist who visited
him in England at Brede Place, the fantastic late,medieval manor
which Crane shared in the last year and a half of his life with his
common,law wife, Cora, began collecting letters and information for
a biography, but abandoned the project when he became lost in a
bewildering maze of conflicting and undocumented statements. Henry
McBride, an artist who knew Crane in his Bohemian days in New
York, wrote Beer: "I spent ten years planning a study of Crane and
ended by deciding there was no such animal, although I knew him
for eleven years". 5 Commenting on the dearth of facts about his sub,
4. Beer, Stephen Crane, 247.
5. John Berryman, Stephen Crane, rev. ed. (New York: Farrar, Straus, Giroux,
1962), xvi.
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ject, Beer acknowledged that his book was a "most imperfect study"
and "probably filled with errors".6 Twenty years later Crane's next
biographer, John Berryman, entered the same complaint. "No one
will ever be able to work casually at Crane and be certain of any'
thing. So many people have been wrong about him so often. . . .
Book after book on the man has been announced, labored at, and
laid by in despair." 7
Crane scholars have retrieved much information in the thirty,five
years since Berryman wrote this, and recent developments in Crane
studies will soon give us more. Robert Stallman, Thomas Gullason,
"Fredson Bowers, J. C. Levenson, Edwin Cady, Joseph Katz, Jean
Cazemajou, and others have filled in many of the gaps in Crane's
story. Letters discovered since the publication of Stallman's compre,
hensive biography in 1968 and the appearance of the last volume of
Bowers's Virginia Edition of Crane's works in 1976 will join available
Crane documentation when the Columbia University Press brings
out Stanley Wertheim's and Paul Sorrentino's new edition of Crane's
correspondence next year. Their edition will add about 400 letters
to the 370 in the edition that Stallman and Gilkes published in
1960. But at the moment, the most important new source of infor,
mation about Crane is the newly uncovered Schoberlin Collection
which Syracuse University acquired in 1984. This important collec,
tion was assembled by Commander Melvin H. Schoberlin, U.S.N.
(1912-1977) in the 1940s, and though Crane scholars have long
known of its existence-many were in frequent touch with Schob,
erlin before his death in 1977-no one knew its full extent or exact
contents until 1984, when Paul Sorrentino, a young Crane scholar
at Virginia Polytechnic Institute and State University, persuaded
Commander Schoberlin's widow, Laura, to bring it out of storage in
Honolulu and make it available to Syracuse University as an addition
to its already substantial Crane holdings.
Put together more than forty years after Crane's death, when he
was but a dim memory to the handful of people who had actually
known him and when his letters and manuscripts were still almost as
widely scattered as they had been in Beer's day, Schoberlin's impres,
sive collection gives eloquent testimony of his uncommon energy,
determination, and ingenuity. It holds sixty,two letters by Stephen
6. Beer, Stephen Crane, 243, 246.
7. Berryman, Stephen Crane, xvi-xvii.
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Crane, fourteen of them unknown to the authors of his published
biographies, and thirty,nine by Cora, many of these loosely dictated
by Stephen in 1899-1900, when she was acting as his business and
literary manager. It includes a diary by Crane's sensitive, reflective,
and sadly isolated sister Agnes, invaluable for what it reveals about
the cramped Methodist world of Stephen's early childhood. 8 It in,
cludes also Schoberlin's voluminous research notes, his correspon,
dence with almost all the Crane collectors and researchers of his
time, his set of Crane first editions,9 some with inscriptions not pre,
viously known to other scholars, Crane manuscripts, two autograph
books, many clippings, and a number of previously unknown news,
paper articles about Crane. Though the collection will not radically
alter Crane scholarship, as Wertheim and Sorrentino have noted, it
nevertheless contains many hitherto unknown biographic and liter,
ary details which show a more human, more convincing Stephen
Crane than anyone has so far been able to realize.
It is not surprising that the young Melvin Schoberlin was drawn
to the study of Stephen Crane. In his early twenties, he too was a
literary,minded, adventurous young man. He had been the feature
editor of the school paper at the North Denver High School, from
which he graduated in 1930, and had postponed college to take a
job as a feature writer for the Denver Post. He left the Post in 1932
to become a sort of free, lance journalist,artist. During the next two
years he wrote a series of historical sketches about early Western
theatres, which was published in 1941 under the title From Candles
to Footlights: A Biography of the Pike's Peak Theatre, 1859-1876. Also,
he instructed in dramatics and stage design at the Denver Academy
of Music and Dramatic Arts, became a sound technician for a broad,
casting station, an actor in a traveling variety company, and the
stage manager for the University Civic Theatre. In 1934 he stowed
away on a British molasses tanker and worked his way around the
world as a mess,room steward, with extended stopovers in Japan,
Java, China, Africa, and England. Back home in 1935, he entered
Colorado State College of Education in the fall, paying his way by
8. Among the numerous photographs in the collection is the only known picture
of Agnes, whose resemblance to Stephen was striking. Like her brother, she died at
age twenty,eight.
9. The collection is complete except for the 1893 Maggie and the English edition
of The Black Riders. Copies of both works were, however, already at Syracuse.
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Melvin H. Schoberlin as a young naval officer
(Courtesy of Mrs. Melvin H. Schoberlin).
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writing feature articles for several Western newspapers. Also, he con,
tributed a number of poems to several little magazines of the time
(published as a book collection, Roads and Other Lines, in 1939) and
won two prizes in college poetry contests.
It was in 1936, during his second year at Colorado State, that he
discovered and became interested in Stephen Crane. The story of
the Schoberlin Crane Collection probably begins about that time.
Such a young man as this, as we can easily imagine, would have
been captivated by Beer's portrait of Crane. Deeply colored by the
biographer's idolatry and vivid impressionism, Beer's Crane could have
struck young Schoberlin as a realization of his own enthusiasms and
inclinations. In any case, his interest was aroused. Io He wrote Max
Herzberg, president of the Stephen Crane Association, that he was
doing research on Crane and asked his advice about getting infor,
mation. II The idea of writing a book of his own about Crane, as he
said later, was already "rattling around in [his] head".12
But that was five years before he began his preparations in earnest.
In the fall of 1941 he was principal of the high school at Follett,
Texas. From his office there, working from B. J. R. Stolper's pioneer,
ing thirty,page bibliography that Herzberg had referred him to in
1936, he poured out a flood of inquiries to librarians, collectors, and
rare book dealers. His aim, he explained, was to write "an exhaustive
and critical biography of Stephen Crane", to which end he was de,
termined to "exhaust every possible source of information concerning
the life and literary influence of Crane and his wife Cora Taylor", a
"tall order", he admitted, but one he intended to fill by "contacting
every individual who might have known this writer-if only slightly". 13
Though somewhat at a loss about how to proceed in these first months
of his labors, he was earnest, energetic, and sometimes ingenious, as
his invention of an odd research device shows. He compiled from
10. It is possible that Schoberlin had read Crane earlier. Schoberlin wrote a Fred
J. Perrine on 23 July 1948 that he had planned to write a book on Crane "sixteen
years ago". Unless otherwise noted, all cited letters are in the Schoberlin Collec,
tion.
11. Max J. Herzberg to Schoberlin, 1 October 1936.
12. Schoberlin wrote Jim Sandoe, librarian at the University of Colorado on 6
March 1948 that the idea of a Crane biography "was rattling around inside my head
while I was in Boulder, but I had more immediate fish to fry at that time".
13. Schoberlin to G. W. Allen, 4 October 1941.
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Who's Who in America a list of names of people whose occupations
and activities suggested that their paths might at some time or other
have crossed Crane's--editors, newspaper correspondents, alumni of
his schools and colleges, veterans of the Spanish,American war-
and sent them laboriously typed form letters appealing for their help.
But the results of these efforts during the few months before Pearl
Harbor were disappointing. However, he did find the manuscript of
one of Crane's Mexican stories, "Five White Mice", and an 1892
Crane letter in the Huntington Library, but most of the letters in
the Schoberlin correspondence file for September and October 1941
are from people whose names he culled from Who's Who. Not one
had ever met Stephen Crane; most had never heard of him. Some
wrote brief notes of apology and encouragement, some expressed sur,
prise that they had not known Crane ("I was a student at Claverack
College-but I haven't the faintest memory of Stephen Crane"), and
one-also at Claverack, though some years after Crane's time-took
the occasion to write a fond and charming description of the old
Dutch village and the College 14 where Crane, as he once said, spent
the happiest years of his life. This letter was the closest thing to a
usable Crane item that Schoberlin got out of his experiment.
There is a gap in the correspondence file between October 1941
and May 1946, roughly corresponding to the years Schoberlin served
as a submarine officer in the Navy during the war; but he may have
continued to collect during these years, for he seems to have had on
hand in 1946 more material than he could have possibly acquired in
September and October of 1941. A few months after he left the
Navy in the spring of 1946, he wrote Herbert F. West 15 that the
"amount of material I have collected (and that primary source rna,
terial) is staggering", and he wrote Max Herzberg that he had in his
possession 200 unpublished Crane letters, mostly in transcript or
photocopy, but some originals.
He was at Johns Hopkins University in the fall, enrolled in the
Ph. D. program and bursting with ambitious plans. His idea, as he
explained to West, was to submit his book on Crane to Johns Hop,
kins as his doctoral dissertation and then rework it for commercial
14. Josephine Lee Chrysler to Schoberlin, 27 October 1941.
15. West was an English professor at Dartmouth College and was instrumental in
building the Crane collection there.
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publication. 16 He told Herzberg that he was now "starting" research
on the definitive biography, to be called "Flagon of Despair", and
that he expected to finish it in three years. 17 Furthermore, he had
outlined five other books to be got out of his research. 18 His ambition
soared to new heights in November when Alfred A. Knopf (who had
published Beer's biography) offered him a "gilt edged" contract for
the publication of his book, stipulating November 1949 as the due
date. From this time on, the definitive biography was Schoberlin's
first priority. When the academic year ended'in the spring of 1947,
he resigned his teaching fellowship at Hopkins and set up operations
in Phoenix, where he had established residence after the war. From
there he cast a wide net of correspondence-inquiring, bargaining,
demanding, cajoling, and even threatening-that ultimately caught
up most of the country's major libraries, records offices, rare book
and manuscript dealers, private collectors, at least a dozen people
who had known Crane personally, and another dozen who had been
associated with him or whose parents or relatives had known him.
Finely webbed to catch even the smallest detail, the net covered
Mexico (where Crane had gone for the Bacheller Syndicate in 1895),
England, France, Greece, and Germany.
Diplomatic and patient when diplomacy and patience served his
purpose, Schoberlin had established good relations with almost
everyone who had Crane materials or knowledge about him: the old
painter, Corwin Knapp Linson, in whose studio Crane had started
The Red Badge of Courage in 1894 and who had written an indis,
pensable unpublished memoir of him; 19 Edith Crane, Stephen's niece,
who had valuable letters and memories of Stephen when he was liv,
ing at her house in Hartwood and writing The Third Violet; Odell
Hathaway, one of Crane's intimates at Claverack who also had valu,
16. Schoberlin to Herbert F. West, 28 September 1946.
17. The phrase is from Crane's last love letter to Nellie Crouse, who dismissed
him in February 1896. Playing the role of the grieving and rejected lover, he ended
his letter of 1 March with the sentences, "The future is blue with obligations-new
trials-conflicts. It was a rare old wine the gods brewed for mortals. Flagons of de,
spair-". Later, he worked the phrases into a poem: "Oh, a rare old wine ye brewed
for me / Flagons of despair". See Stallman and Gilkes, Letters, 120.
18. Schoberlin to Max Herzberg, 29 September 1946.
19. Edited with an introduction by Edwin H. Cady and published by the Syracuse
University Press in 1958 as My Stephen Crane.
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able letters, including one dated 1888, the earliest known; Dr. Fred,
eric Lawrence, who had been his classmate at Syracuse and his room,
mate at the "Pendennis Club", a rooming house on the border of
the tenement district in New York where Crane wrote much of Mag,
gie; Armistead Borland, Crane's friend at Claverack and owner of
Crane letters and two interesting autograph albums; Alice Beer, sis,
ter of Thomas Beer, who had two folders of materials her brother
had collected for his biography; Stephen's Asbury Park friends Her,
bert and Richard Warren Senger, brothers of the gifted Louis (de,
ceased), who had tried to model himself as a writer on Stephen; the
daughters of Nellie Crouse, the young woman to whom Crane wrote
seven remarkable love letters,20 though he saw her only once or twice
for an hour or so at tea; Mrs. Frederick B. Smillie, the former Lily
Brandon Munroe, the young married beauty Crane fell in love with
in Asbury Park in 1892 and once begged to elope with him; Nelson
Greene, another painter who knew Crane at the Art Students' League;
and many others with more or less tenuous connections to Stephen
and his world.
He visited many of these people--perhaps all of them-in the spring
of 1948 on a two,month, 5000,mile research tour, which he planned
for months as the climax of his research efforts. Between April and
June he was in Nebraska, Pennsylvania, New Jersey, New York City,
Port Jervis, Syracuse, and other places to examine documents and
conduct personal interviews. Back in Phoenix in mid,June, he de,
clared his tour an unqualified success. "I am quite travelled out", he
wrote Dr. George Mitchell of London (with whom he once traded a
bottle of Scotch for an inscribed copy of Crane's Pictures of War) and
reported that he had conducted "more than sixty interviews". 21 He
wrote several people in mid,June that his tour was successful "beyond
my most sanguine expectation". He wrote Rabbi Abraham Kellner,
whom he had visited in New Jersey to discuss Crane's relationship
with Harold Frederic, that he was "now about to tear into the writ,
ing of the biography". 22
20. Edited with notes and introductions by Edwin H. Cady and Lester G. Wells
and published by the Syracuse University Press in 1954 as Stephen Crane's Love
Letters to Nellie Crouse.
21. Schoberlin to Dr. George Mitchell, 13 June 1948.
22. Schoberlin to Rabbi Abraham Kellner, 15 June 1948.
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He continued for years, of course, to add to the collection, but
June 1948, in his mind, marked the beginning of a new phase of his
work. The deadline for his manuscript was only a year and a half
away, and we detect in his letters after mid~June a certain anxiety
about the task facing him, his sense that he is about to engage a
formidable enemy in grim and dubious battle. A letter to Leon Edel,
the Henry James scholar, written a few weeks before he started his
tour, touches upon this. Schoberlin, for all his successes, felt deep
down that he did not have-and would not be able to get-the ma~
terials he needed for the kind of biography he wanted to write. They
did not exist, or he had not found them, or for some reason they
were not available to him. There were still great gaps in the Crane
story, despite all his efforts. Too much of what he had found was
peripheral, anecdotal, fragmentary . "Your chances of writing a well~
balanced biography", he wrote Edel, "are infinitely better than my
own, for my own materials often dictate an unbalanced exaggeration
of incidents (physical & mental) beyond what I conceive to be their
true relative importance in Crane's life". 23 No one has stated the
problem of Crane biography more accurately. This inherent difficulty
defeated Schoberlin in his attempt to write the definitive biography,
as indeed it has defeated others. Nevertheless, his relentless efforts
as a collector, some of which are described in the following pages as
representative of his skill and determination, have added many val~
uable documents to our resources for the study of the elusive Stephen
Crane.
THOMAS BEER
Thomas Beer, novelist, popular cultural historian, and biographer,
was a writer of imagination and intelligence. His witty, urbanely ironic
chapters on Crane ("Beer's sparkling pages", Berryman called them)
did much to rescue his subject from the obscurity that fell upon him
in the first two decades of the century. For nearly thirty years, Beer
was the chief source of information about Crane's life, despite the
distrust he inspired in many of his readers. Some of his reviewers had
hinted that his version of Crane might be something less than ac~
curate. By Schoberlin's time scholars had come to suspect that many
23. Schoberlin to Leon Edel, 15 March 1948.
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of the incidents and episodes had indeed been concocted by Beer's
fertile imagination. He had quoted more than thirty letters-pur,
portedly by Crane-which no one had ever seen, several of them
key documents in the Crane story. Were these letters hidden away
somewhere, waiting to be discovered? Had Beer destroyed them, as
Stallman speculated? Or had he simply manufactured them? Until
the matter was settled, the proper uses of Beer's work would be hope,
lessly problematical, and Schoberlin was anxious to settle the ques,
tion once and for all.
He knew that Beer's papers had come into the hands of his sister
Alice when her brother died in 1940, and early in 1948 he addressed
a letter to her through Knopf, Beer's publisher, asking permission to
call on her at her New York apartment and to examine them. Alice
replied that the materials, which she had put in storage in 1942,
were easily accessible, and invited Schoberlin to see them. "If you
will give me very ample warning of your arrival I will plan to go over
the papers ahead of time and have them in order for you." 24
If Schoberlin had lingering hopes that he might find thirty,odd
lost Crane letters and other documents supporting questionable in,
cidents in Beer, Alice's next letter would have cautioned him against
such expectations:
I have been going over two folders of papers, removed from
my trunks in storage, which I believe to be all the data on
Crane which was preserved after the publication of my
brother's book. This material consists mostly of letters to my
brother, in answer to inquiries by him, or in answer to his
published appeal in one of the papers (the Times I think) for
material on Crane.
I question whether you will find anything new in this little
collection, but I should think you would find it all pretty
interesting reading. 25
A week later Alice wrote again to advise him that John Berryman,
whose search for Crane materials for his own biography Schoberlin
had first heard vaguely about in the fall of 1947 and whom Schob,
24. Alice Beer to Schoberlin, 12 March 1948.
25. Alice Beer to Schoberlin, 20 April 1948.
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erlin now regarded as a serious competitor, had called to inquire
about Beer's papers, but that she and Knopf had agreed that Schob,
erlin should have the first look at them since he had asked first.
Schoberlin was doubtless gratified by this recognition of his priority,
but he could hardly have been happy about Alice's further cautions:
What I fear is that both you and Mr. Berryman are going to
,find very little in the correspondence I have which is not
already known to you from my brother's book or from your
own research. First of all it is evident that not all the corre,
spondence has been preserved. I am sorry this is so, but it
would appear to be the case. In the second place my brother
did not make elaborate notes, did not erect an outline con,
struction. His memory was so extraordinary that full notes
were not necessary. And in the third place I don't think he
kept them, when he did make them. However, many of the
letters written to my brother by friends of Crane, and by
members of his family, are interesting reading. 26
What Schoberlin found was very close to proof of what he had
come to suspect. There were ten letters by Crane (six of them copies);
five letters by members of the Crane family; and nine letters by Ste,
phen's friends and acquaintances, all but one in the two latter groups
written to Beer in the early twenties. There was also a four,page
biographical note on Crane by his brother Edmund, and a long,
anonymous two,paragraph manuscript describing Stephen's and the
writer's encounter with a boy prostitute in a New York cafe in the
early nineties. But none of the Crane letters were those quoted in
the biography. There were no love notes from Stephen to Helen
Trent; no note to Mrs. Armstrong announcing the beginning of The
Red Badge of Courage; no outraged letter to "An Unknown Recipi,
ent" about verandah gossips at Orange County resort hotels (which
was supposed to anticipate a central theme of Crane's superb 1897
story of village malice, "The Monster"); there was no humorous,
kindly letter to the runaway youth Edward Grover, whom Crane sup'
posedly found destitute and frightened in San Antonio and to whom
he lent the last of his money for train fare home to St. Louis. In
26. Alice Beer to Schoberlin, 26 April 1948.
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short, none of the key letters that had appeared in Beer's book as
dramatic evidence of Crane's character and conduct were in Alice
Beer's two folders.
Alice perhaps sensed Schoberlin's suspicions that her brother may
have invented some of his materials, for she called on Edith Crane,
whom Schoberlin had also visited, to look for missing Crane letters
in her files. She reported to Schoberlin that they had found none
and suggested, perhaps in oblique defense against Schoberlin's skep,
ticism, that Edith, like the· Beers, had misplaced papers while mov,
ing about over the years. "She has not found any of my brother's
letters. I fear that, as in the Beer family[,] upheavals and moving
about of material, have resulted in the loss of various valuable pa,
pers." A few days later Schoberlin wrote her that he would not be
using a great deal of the material in her brother's book. 27 To Herbert
West, he exclaimed: "Beer! Well, we've got to give thanks for what
he did, but, after looking through the notes and correspondence upon
which Beer based his book, I have discovered that he often sup'
pressed facts . . . and, worst of all, he was not above editing and
rewriting some of Crane's own statements." 28
If Schoberlin had been able to finish and publish "Flagon of De,
spair", his rejection of Beer's spurious information would have no
doubt helped turn Crane scholarship in a new direction. No pub,
lished biography is as free of Beer's influence as Schoberlin's unfin,
ished manuscript. "I have discarded much of Beer", he wrote in his
notes for the preface, "as incorrect-at times unconsciously-his
sources were wrong.... He attempted to soften his portrait of Crane
and was not beyond rewriting Crane in several instances to his own
designed end." 29
27. Alice Beer to Schoberlin, 10 August 1948; Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 16 Au-
gust 1948.
28. Schoberlin to Herbert F. West, 19 July 1948. Schoberlin never accused Beer
of actually fabricating the letters, probably because he was not quite certain that
they had not, as Alice wanted to believe, been lost. But his blunt statement to
Alice that he would use little of Beer's book suggests that he had little faith in this
possibility.
29. John Berryman also suspected, as his cautious phrasing reveals, that much in
this pioneer biography is spurious. "Most of the bulk of letters upon which he relied
. . . have disappeared, or are not to be found among his papers. . . . For a num-
ber of letters and incidents, therefore, he is my only authority. I never differ with
him unless, for any reason, he appears to be wrong." Berryman, Stephen Crane, xvi.
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COMPETITORS
The poet John Berryman, gathering materials for a critical biog,
raphy of Crane for Sloane's American Men of Letters Series, first
crossed Schoberlin's path (only days behind him) at Alice Beer's
apartment, though they did not actually meet. Quiet, inconspicuous,
and skillful, he sometimes seemed to Schoberlin to be everywhere at
once. Berryman knew about his rival from Alice Beer, Edith Crane,
the collectors Ames W. Williams and H. B. Collqmore,3o and others
in the research community. Oddly, he made no move to get in touch
with Schoberlin, who was naturally intrigued. "I would like to know
from him just what he intends", Schoberlin wrote Alice Beer in July;
"however, I feel that he should break the ice if it is to be broken". 31
Two months later Ames W. Williams wrote that Berryman had
called on him and "dropped a bomb" by announcing that he had
acquired the elusive Lily Brandon Munroe letters and was using sub,
stantial excerpts from them in his book. 32 Schoberlin was astounded
by this news; he had diligently pursued, without success, these letters
of 1893-94 to Lily Brandon Munroe (now Mrs. Frederick B. Smillie
and over eighty years old). Schoberlin was particularly covetous of
them and aware of their great value for the light they shed on Crane's
aspirations as a writer in the days of Maggie, when he was first at,
tracting the notice of leading literary men like William Dean How,
ells and Hamlin Garland. According to one story, Stephen had given
Lily the manuscript of Maggie, which her husband destroyed in a
jealous rage. Schoberlin had located someone, not named, who knew
her but who refused to give him her address.
The apparently easy success of the ghostly Berryman unnerved him,
and Williams's comment that "Berryman must have a lot of infor,
mation" likely did little to ease his mind: "I have no reason to be
irked, but I am getting that way", Schoberlin wrote Williams.
30. Ames W. Williams, a Washington attorney and later a federal judge, was a
veteran Crane collector and bibliographer. His collection, acquired in 1950 by Syr-
acuse University, became, along with George Arents's gifts, the foundation for the
original Syracuse collection, which Schoberlin's now complements. H. B. Colla-
more, president of the National Fire Insurance Company of Hartford, also owned a
substantial collection which eventually became a part of the large Crane holdings
in the Clifton Waller Barrett Library at the University of Virginia.
31. Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 7 July 1948.
32. Ames W. Williams to Schoberlin, 6 September 1948.
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In any case, I am going on at my own speed in spite of hell
or a flood. I have enough confidence in what I am doing
(and in me) to think I can best the field-eventually....
Berryman's Brandon bomb leaves me unamused. How in the
hell-? Did he intimate that he was going to have more than
a couple of chapters of biography? ... Oh, he has been
busy. The Beer papers were ignored by those interested in
Crane until I came along. He came along with the same idea
a month later. 33
Schoberlin also wrote Alice Beer about Berryman's approach to
Corwin Knapp Linson when Schoberlin was visiting the old painter
a few months earlier during his research tour:
While I was with Mr. Linson, I was shown a letter from Mr.
Berryman. Linson said "What should I do about it." I replied
in this vein: "I can't tell you what to do. Mr. Barryman [sic]
is a competitor of mine, and the decision is entirely up to
you." I am just egoistical enough to believe that I could have
'scotched' Mr. Barryman's [sic] chances, but that I would not
have done for the world-even though others have not aI,
ways been equally kind to me. It took me eighteen months
and six letters to win Mr. Linson's confidence. Naturally, I'd
be slightly chagrined if Mr. Barryman [sic] succeeded in two. 34
When Schoberlin wrote this he was only a year and a half from his
deadline of November 1949.
Another competitor, an investigator of quite a different stripe, was
worrisome in another way, because he was creating anger and distrust
that was seriously interfering with Schoberlin's research. Schoberlin
first heard about him from Collamore, whose fine collection-"prob'
ably the best collection in the country", Schoberlin once wrote 35_
33. Schoberlin to Ames W. Williams, 8 September 1948.
34. Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 7 July 1948.
35. Schoberlin described the collection in a letter to Lester G. Wells, 21 May
1950. Wells, Curator of Special Collections at the Syracuse University Library, had
just acquired all of Ames W. Williams's Crane collection and had queried Schob-
erlin about other materials. "We have a millionaire benefactor who might be induced
to purchase for us. . . . In our mind is the nebulous idea of becoming a kind of
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included about a dozen manuscripts and several inscribed books that
Schoberlin, writing in the fall of 1946, sought permission to examine
and copy. 36 Collamore ignored his request, and Schoberlin, suppos,
ing that he had not taken his statement of interest and purpose se,
riously, wrote again several months later: "I am not, as you might
have thought, merely curious or a journalistic hack writer interested
in your collection for purely personal reasons". 37 Collamore answered
with an explanation for his delayed response. "My reason for not
being cooperative previously was that I had given what material I
possessed to Rees Frescoln and felt I should not pass it on to others.
However, he does not seem to be making any use of it and, there,
fore, I believe I'm privileged to let someone who is seriously inter,
ested make use of anything he may find worthwhile." 38
In time Frescoln outraged the whole community of Crane collec,
tors and scholars by borrowing materials and ignoring all pleas from
their owners to return them. Amazingly active, he had preceded
Schoberlin by months or years to almost every source, alienating one
after another and creating exasperating suspicions and delays. Schob,
erlin told Alice Beer that Frescoln's refusal to return documents he
borrowed from Corwin Linson in 1940 had convinced the old man
that he should have nothing further to do with seekers after Crane
lore. This resolve accounts for the eighteen months it took Schob,
erlin to win Linson's confidence. 39 Edith Crane told Alice Beer how
she also had been victimized by Frescoln, and Alice wrote Schober,
lin that this man's antics were just "really too awful", that she had
consulted a lawyer, and that she had advised Edith, on the lawyer's
recommendation, to bring legal action against the culprit. "My rea,
son for meddling in the matter", she added, showing again her anx,
iety over the "missing" Beer papers, "is not altogether on behalf of
Crane bibliographical center. We know about the Dartmouth Collection. We now
have six ALS of Crane, the MS of '01 Bennet' and work sheets for the story of 'The
Desertion'." Lester G. Wells to Schoberlin, 3 May 1950.
36. Schoberlin to H. B. Collamore, 28 September 1946. At Johns Hopkins at this
time, more deeply involved with Crane than ever, Schoberlin had begun to realize
fully, it seems, how difficult his project was going to be. "The proposition of Crane
research sometimes staggers me--{me has to dig so very hard for so little."
37. Schoberlin to H. B. Collamore, 24 August 1947.
38. H. B. Collamore to Schoberlin, 27 August 1947.
39. Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 7 July 1948.
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the interests of scholarship. I am hoping that some of my brother's
letters will turn up there"-that is, in Frescoln's ill~gotten hoard. 40
Schoberlin was certain that this rival had done serious harm to
Crane research. "Frescoln's little escapades have given all the would~
be and serious Crane biographers such a bad name that through my
own action I am trying to recoup at least a measure of what we have
lost. It was not until I talked to Miss Crane that the full measure of
his activities became apparent to me.... I can only think of this
individual in terms of four~letter Anglo~Saxonwords." 41
ROSENBACH
Under the spur of Berryman's successes and Knopf's November
1949 deadline, Schoberlin began to drive hard at his more recalci~
trant sources. In his first letter to the rare book dealer A. S. W.
Rosenbach he had apparently suggested that he might edit the man~
uscript of The Red Badge of Courage for publication, and Rosenbach
invited him to discuss the plan. 42 But nothing came of this. Schob~
erlin was apparently less interested in the manuscript than in Rosen~
bach's collection of the Crane~Hawkinscorrespondence, particularly
valuable for the twenty~five letters written between August 1895 and
February 1896, when Crane was living at his brother Edmund's house
in Hartwood, N ew York, and writing The Third Violet and the war
stories of The Little Regiment. But Rosenbach had priced the letters
at $1250, more than Schoberlin could afford. The dealer had al~
lowed him to read the letters and make brief notes, but had also
severely restricted their use in his book on the theory that lengthy
quotations from them might lower their market value. Schoberlin
stewed over the situation for several months and then launched an
all~out campaign. He wrote in the summer of 1948 to request-not
more leeway in the length of quotations-but copies of the letters,
arguing that this biography, which he once said was going to be "one
of the wheels" of the approaching Crane bandwagon, would raise,
40. Alice Beer to Schoberlin, 10 August 1948.
41. Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 16 August 1948. Schoberlin did not mention it to
Alice Beer, but he wrote Ames Williams that he had looked up Frescoln on his
tour. "We sparred, and got nowhere." Frescoln was apparently "tied up with Dou,
bleday", but "Oh, he was vague". Schoberlin to Ames W. Williams, 15 June 1948.
42. A. S. W. Rosenbach to Schoberlin, 29 October 1946.
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not lower, the value of the letters by increasing public interest in
them. 43
Rosenbach took a different view of the matter. He delayed and
evaded while Schoberlin grew irritable and at last in October wrote
asking for a "blunt answer" immediately. "Naturally, the matter is
important to me, or I should not have persisted in spite of delays
and cool abruptness. "44 The dealer's manager, Percy Lawler, replied
that Dr. Rosenbach was ill in the University of Pennsylvania hospi,
tal and could not be consulted about his demands. "We have had
another unfortunate experience in the matter of a sale being killed
because we had given photostats", he wrote. "When you were here
you made some notes of some of the contents of the letters. Would
this not be sufficient for your purpose?" 45 Convinced that Lawler was
determined to deny him access to the letters, Schoberlin now brought
the matter to a head. He had consulted the Crane Estate, he wrote,
and had received full and exclusive clearance for unrestricted use of
Hawkins's correspondence. This authority, he reminded Lawler, was
binding. "For, as you undoubtedly are aware, only Stephen's Estate
can give or withhold permission to reprint his letters." If necessary
he could have a letter sent "to prove the official nature of the book
I am doing. It is a collaboration of everyone who has Stephen Crane's
best interests at heart-and the group includes every dealer (with
the single exception, at present, of your company) who has Crane
letters and manuscripts." As to the notes: "You were very careful as
to the notes I took; I enclose them to show you just what they were.
For my purpose they are not sufficient-not at all." He wanted, he
said, the use of four letters, "a number that would certainly not place
a sale in jeopardy". As summarized by Schoberlin, these four letters
were:
1. Crane's denouncement of the persecution of prostitutes:
"Bum them, etc."
2. The bicycle incident
3. "A kind note" Crane sent with the manuscript of The Red
Badge of Courage
4. Nov 15 1895 letter on the Philistine dinner.
43. Schoberlin to A. S. W. Rosenbach, 1 July 1948.
44. Schoberlin to A. S. W. Rosenbach, 4 October 1948.
45. Percy Lawler to Schoberlin, 7 October 1948.
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"I do not think my request extravagant-in as much as your com,
pany will share in the profits of a Stephen Crane revival, a revival
toward which I have now asked that you contribute-not for my sake
or yours, but for Stephen Crane's-a share." But what Lawler prob,
ably found especially persuasive was Schoberlin's concluding request
for a "blunt reply", one he could take to Knopf and the Crane Es,
tate. 46 In any case, Lawler agreed. "I have your letter of October
17th. At last I have received from you a concrete propJsition which
I am pleased to be able to comply with. I am therefore enclosing
herewith transcripts of the portion of the letters which you re,
quest." 47
Schoberlin had little reason to feel victorious over Rosenbach's
concession. Crane's letters to Hawkins, one of the very few men
Stephen ever completely trusted, as he once told his friend, are among
the most charming, expressive, and revealing of any he ever wrote.
His ambivalent feelings of elation, anxiety, and confusion when fame
suddenly burst upon him in the winter of 1895-96, his witty self,
derision and concealed boasting over Elbert Hubbard's self,serving
testimonial dinner, and his sharp sense of village life in rural New
York-all eloquently expressed in these letters-are of major impor,
tance to Crane biography. Schoberlin knew this, of course, and we
may detect a certain mood of resignation in his next letter to Lawler.
"I expect that I shall use most of the materials which you have sent,
but only time will provide a precise answer." 48 He did, of course, use
them; but the Hartwood months, revealed in the other twenty'odd
letters as one of the happiest in Crane's life, are a colorless blur in
Schoberlin's manuscript biography.
46. Schoberlin to Percy Lawler, 17 October 1948. The one~paragraph fragment
about prostitutes, which Crane wrote in the fall of 1896 in connection with the
infamous Dora Clark affair, is not a part of the Crane~Hawkins correspondence.
Crane testified in police court that Charles Becker, a New York City policeman,
had falsely arrested Dora Clark for soliciting and attacked the police sharply in an
article in the New York Journal for their high~handed treatment of women. In his
manuscript biography Schoberlin says it is a note scribbled on newsprint to Hawkins
"after the trial that early morning", but it is more likely a first draft of Crane's
Journal article. In any case, it is curious that Schoberlin would choose this interest~
ing but relatively unimportant document over some of the other more informative
Crane~Hawkins letters.
47. Percy Lawler to Schoberlin, 21 October 1948.
48. Schoberlin to Percy Lawler, 31 October 1948.
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Commander Melvin H. Schoberlin.
An incident which is a kind of epilogue to these dealings with
Rosenbach occurred in 1950. Mervin Lowe, a graduate student at
the University of Pennsylvania, wrote Schoberlin asking the where,
abouts of the manuscript of The Red Badge of Courage. Schoberlin
agreed to tell him on the condition that Lowe not use his name. "It
took me a very long time to find out where it was, and it cost me
eighteen months of constant effort to get to see it." Rosenbach, he
wrote, is "very cagey", and Schoberlin warned Lowe that the dealer
would not likely allow him to see it:49 But Lowe found it unnecessary
to test Rosenbach's cooperation. He informed Schoberlin that the
dealer had sold the manuscript. He would not reveal the name of
the buyer, but a librarian at the University of Pennsylvania discov,
ered that it was Clifton Waller Barrett, who eventually gave it, with
49. Schoberlin to Mervin Lowe, 7 February 1950. In this letter Schoberlin ex,
pressed an interesting critical view of the novel which anticipates by twenty years a
major issue in the criticism of The Red Badge of Courage: "In my opinion, the book
... fails of being integrated in point of view. Crane's irony is sustained until the
last part of the book, when it goes all to pieces, trails off into sentimental drivel. I
have no explanation for this ending, unless it was simply a compromise with a hoped
for success."
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a large collection of Crane documents, to the University of Virginia
Library. 50
CORA
In Beer's book Cora appears as the shadowiest of figures, disposed
of in little more than a dozen passing references. Beer says nothing
whatever about the two months Crane and his correspondent friends
Ralph D. Paine and Ernest McCready spent in the winter of 1896-
97 lounging in her elegant Jacksonville brothel while Crane was waiting
for a chance to slip illegally into Cuba to report the rebellion for the
Bacheller Syndicate. In Beer's account, she entered Crane's life in
Greece in the spring of 1897, a "fair, affable woman, older than
himself ... who had fallen in love with him at Jacksonville and
had come after him to Greece".51 Beer suggests that they were mar~
ried in England in late August 1897 and thereafter largely ignores
her, except to refer occasionally to her sociability as a hostess at
Ravensbrook and Brede Place. Beer, of course, knew about this
colorful, shrewd, devoted, and irresponsible woman's life in Jackson~
ville; her "past" was a matter of gossip among Americans in England
within months of their arrival; and by the early twenties, when Beer
was doing research for his biography, Cora's story was a matter of
common knowledge, probably known even to the Crane family. But
Beer suppressed it to spare the Cranes embarrassment, and nothing
more than hints appeared in print until 1934, when Stephen's niece,
Helen Crane, ironically one of those whose sensibilities Beer had
tried to guard, told the story of Cora and the Hotel de Dream in an
article in the American Mercury. Beer then published in the same
magazine, without mentioning Helen's article, a number of letters by
people who had known Cora testifying to her kind, loyal, and gen~
erous nature. Included in these letters is one from Ralph Paine, who
did not mention the Hotel de Dream. 52
Schoberlin knew these sources, of course, and also, we may sup~
50. Mervin Lowe to Schoberlin, 26 April 1950.
51. Beer, Stephen Crane, 158.
52. Helen Crane, "My Uncle, Stephen Crane", American Mercury 31 (January
1934): 24-29; Beer, "Mrs. Stephen Crane", American Mercury 31 (March 1934):
289-95.
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pose, McCready's 1934 letter to B. J. R. Stolper, in which he de,
scribed Cora and the Hotel de Dream when he, Crane, Paine, and
Captain Murphy were there shortly before or after Murphy's ship
Commodore went down off the coast of Florida. 53 But there were many
unanswered questions about her origins and career in these years be,
fore her papers became available. It was variously understood that
she had been a politician's mistress and had arrived at Jacksonville
aboard a yacht. Schoberlin found bits and pieces of her history in
Lockwood Barr's The Howorth Family: she was the daughter of John
Howorth, a Boston painter and restorer of paintings; two of her un,
cles were distinguished naval officers; her mother was the daughter
of Charles Holder, a wealthy piano maker; and Cora herself had
married in England. Barr, to whom Schoberlin wrote, could say
nothing about her career after that. 54
Nothing in the record demonstrates more dramatically the diffi,
culty of Crane research in the forties than Schoberlin's struggles to
find the facts about Cora. Until her papers became available at Co'
lumbia University in 1952, there was simply no reliable source of
information. His correspondence suggests a certain anxiety about this
that sometimes drove him to extreme measures. His inquiries about
the Hotel de Dream revealed that the widow of a certain Ernest C.
Budd, who had been an habitue of the hotel and Cora's close friend,
was still living in Jacksonville. Schoberlin wrote her for information
about Cora and her house, apologizing for intruding in "a delicate
matter", but declaring it necessary. He assured Mrs. Budd that he
already had "many facts about Cora's relation with Budd", and though
it was not his intention "to expand out of proportion the rather lurid
details of Cora Taylor's life", he would, of course, "as a conscientious
biographer. . . find it necessary to give names, dates and places". 55
Apparently, the widow never saw the letter. It was forwarded to a
second Jacksonville address and then returned to Schoberlin un,
claimed.
Turning through the record of his search for Cora, the reader is
startled to find that he is being addressed directly by Schoberlin. An
official of the Bureau of Records of the New York City Health De,
53. Stallman and Gilkes, Letters, 339-40.
54. Schoberlin to Lockwood Barr, 3 January 1948.
55. Schoberlin to Mrs. Ernest C. Budd, 3 November 1947.
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partment had apparently advised him that certain information he
had requested about Cora's marriage to Hammond McNeil in New
York in 1905 could be made available only to Cora's relatives or
direct descendants. Schoberlin sent the official the following note,
dated 24 October 1946 at Long Beach, California:
To Whom it May Concern:
Permission is hereby granted my grandson, Melvin Schober,
lin, to obtain a copy of the records of my marriage to Ham,
mond P. McNeil in New York City on April 4, 1905.
(Mrs.) Cora McNeil Wistler
Below this Schoberlin wrote:
For those who may see this file later: This is a ruse which I
used to get information not otherwise obtained. Need I iter,
ate that I am not Cora Taylor's grandson-and the signature
of the above and of the original letter is of [sic] forgery. Mel,
vin H. Schoberlin. 56
Schoberlin's account of Cora in "Flagon of Despair", written with,
out the benefit of her papers, understandably contains errors: she was
not shipwrecked in the Black Sea on her way to Greece, as we now
know; and George M. Powell, who gave out considerable misinfor,
mation about her, was not her lawyer, as he claimed in order to give
credence to his stories. 57 In Schoberlin's version, Cora is a more
spirited, more aggressive personality than she is in Beer, Berryman,
or Stallman, where she is described as devoted, passive, and yielding
to the adored Stephen. According to Schoberlin, going to Greece
with Crane was her idea; the plan was not prearranged. Crane did
not get her on the Journal staff; she herself talked the editor, S. S.
Chamberlain, into hiring her. Crane was sometimes enraged with
her, and once in Greece, broke with her and "fled to the hills" with
his servant, Adoni. Heinemann, Crane's English publisher, did not
like Cora because he thought her "vain and extravagant". Schober,
56. Letter To Whom It May Concern, 24 October 1946.
57. Lillian B. Gilkes, Cora Crane: A Biography of Mrs. Stephen Crane (Blooming,
ton: Indiana Univ. Press, 1960), 372-78.
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lin finds her less generous than do Berryman and Stallman. She was
"aggressive and willful", he wrote, a born outlaw, despite her descent
from Boston respectability and her genteel education. She is not the
"fair, affable" Cora we find in Beer--or in Berryman, whose version
is based on Beer's. Whether further study in the collection will re,
veal the sources of Schoberlin's Cora is not yet clear.
THE BOHNENBERGER~HILLCOLLECTION
What scholars knew more or less vaguely about Cora's role in Crane's
life in England was that she had in effect managed his literary, busi,
ness, and social affairs, had scrupulously saved his papers, and had
returned to Jacksonville in 1901 with a vast collection which in,
cluded manuscripts, letters from his literary agents, letters from Jo,
seph Conrad, Henry James, Harold Frederic, Edward Garnett, H. G.
Wells, and other literary figures. Crane scholars also knew that these
documents had fallen into the hands of Henry W. Walters, an em,
ployee of the Jacksonville Gas Company who had known Cora per,
sonally, that Walters's friend Carl Bohnenberger, a librarian at the
Jacksonville Free Public Library, had catalogued the papers and, of
course, that Bohnenberger and Norman Hill had edited and pub,
lished Conrad letters from the collection in 1929.
When Schoberlin took up his research again after the war, he
made finding the Bohnenberger papers a matter of the highest prior,
ity. In August 1946, he journeyed to Jacksonville, found Henry Wal,
ters, and wasted time and money pursuing false leads Walters gave
him. "A Mr. Walters led me off on a wild,goose,chase which was far
from humorous", he wrote one correspondent, still angry a year later.
To another he wrote that Walters had "deliberately falsified facts". 58
Walters had been uncooperative from the first. He was slow to re,
spond to Schoberlin's persistent inquiries in the fall of 1946; but in
November, explaining that his reply had been delayed because he
had been injured "pretty badly" in a strike at the Gas Company, he
told Schoberlin that the collection had been sold through the Chase
Bank in New York to an unknown purchaser. 59 Schoberlin wrote the
58. Schoberlin to Richard P. Daniel, 20 July 1947; Schoberlin to Frank H. El~
more, 20 July 1947.
59. Henry Walters to Schoberlin, 9 November 1946.
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Chase Bank on the same day that he got Walters's letter, and a few
days later learned that the Bohnenberger,Hill papers (as they were
usually called), despite buyers and sellers and promises and sure leads,
had again evaporated. "Your inquiry of November 11 th", an officer
of the bank wrote Schoberlin, ". . . was thoroughly investigated
and we regret that we are unable to locate in our files any informa,
tion on the subject". 60 Whether the Chase Bank was simply protect'
ing the identity of a buyer who wanted to remain anonymous, as
seems likely, or whether Walters, for whatever reasons, was trying to
throw Schoberlin off the track is not clear. Worried that he might
never find the collection, Schoberlin thought the worst. It seemed
to him merely senseless malice, and he recorded that he imagined
with delight a "special purgatory for Mr. Walters". 61
The Florida collection occupied him nearly full, time in the early
months of 1947, and in mid,April he wrote Lars Ahnebrink, a young
Swedish scholar who was also trying to track down Cora's collection,
that at least part of it had been broken up and sold and that he had
traced two items to Chicago. "I think I have been able to locate the
rest of the collection, but finding out will take a great deal of tact
and circumspection, so definite information will have to wait until
this summer when I have a chance to do some traveling. I did see
part of the collection several years ago but I was not permitted to
copy any of it." 62
In July 1947, Schoberlin thought for a time that his luck was about
to tum. Frank H. Elmore, a Jacksonville attorney who had known
Bohnenberger (Bohnenberger died in an automobile accident in 1935),
wrote that the papers were probably in Jacksonville and that George
Powell, an Assistant Attorney General for the State of Florida who
had been Cora's attorney at one time, probably knew where they
could be found. 63 Powell apparently responded with information about
Cora and her English husband, Donald Stewart, since Schoberlin
cites him as a source in "Flagon", but he had nothing to say about
the location of her papers. Schoberlin encountered another dead end
60. Chase National Bank to Schoberlin, 21 November 1946.
61. Schoberlin to Elizabeth Fretwell, 23 December 1947.
62. Schoberlin to Lars Ahnebrink, 11 April 1947. This is the only indication in
Schoberlin's research correspondence that he ever saw any of the collection.
63. Frank H. Elmore to Schoberlin, 17 July 1947.
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when he tried to get in touch with Norman Hill, who had co,edited
the Conrad letters with Bohnenberger in 1929. But there were two
Norman Hills in Jacksonville, and his letter reached the wrong one.
This puzzled gentleman's frosty response adds a faint touch of ironic
mockery to the whole discouraging matter of hunting collections: "I
do not own and never have owned a collection of any kind. Further,
I have never heard of the persons mentioned in your letter." 64
Ironically, the most helpful information had come from Walters
himself several months before, though indirectly through a Virginia
Davis of Jacksonville, not further identified in the correspondence.
"Mr. Walters of the Gas Co. says he sold all of his material [to]
Bohnenberger, but thought his wife still had some-Mrs. Edward T.
Fretwell, West Point, Ga. will reach her-it's a very small town." 65
Mrs. Fretwell was Carl Bohnenberger's widow and something of a
bibliophile herself; she did know a bit about the collection, and gave
Schoberlin certain information about its tangled history. Someone
who had known Cora gave Walters the documents in 1927 or 1928.
Joseph Marron of the Jacksonville Free Public Library told his assis,
tant, Carl Bohnenberger, about it, and Walters and Bohnenberger
brought in their mutual friend, Norman Hill, to help them catalogue
it. Mrs. Fretwell had Bohnenberger's complete list of the items in
the collection, a copy of which his friend Alfred J. Hanna filed with
the Florida Historical Society. In 1929 Hill and Bohnenberger pub,
lished from the collection several poems and the Conrad letters in
The Bookman. Shortly before he died in 1935, Bohnenberger told his
wife that the material was in a safety deposit vault in Jacksonville in
either Hill's or Walters's name, or perhaps in both. Mrs. Fretwell
recalled that they refused Hanna's request to examine it when he
was working with James Branch Cabell on The St. Johns: A Paradise
of Diversities, which contains a very unflattering chapter on Cora.
"Both Mr. Hill and Mr. Walters appear[ed] to be very cagey about
it", she wrote. Bohnenberger made no claim on the collection,
thinking that it belonged wholly to Walters and that Walters had
complete rights to it. 66
64. Norman Hill to Schoberlin, 20 August 1947.
65. Virginia Davis to Schoberlin, 27 December 1946.
66. Lillian Gilkes's account of the origins of the collection differs from Mrs. Fret'
well's in several details: "Mystery surrounds the earlier history of the Crane papers.
. The generally accepted theory is that Bohnenberger and Henry W. Walters,
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This was more than Schoberlin had ever known about it, but he
was actually no closer to locating it than he had ever been, for Mrs.
Fretwell had no information about where it could be found. 67 In No,
vember she sent Schoberlin a valuable document-though painful
perhaps as a reminder of how much his failure was costing him-a
nine,page summary of the items in the rich Bohnenberger,Hill col,
lection. 68 Writing Leon Edel about the listed Henry James letters to
Crane and Cora, Schoberlin noted that they were in "one of the
most important Crane collection[s] in existence.... I have been
raising Heaven and earth in an attempt to locate this material." He
has a new lead, he said, but by now he expected all leads to "collapse
in a wild goose chase".69 By 1950, his unfinished biography laid by
and his passion for the pursuit already cooling, he seemed to refer to
the quest as a closed incident of the past. "I tried every means I
could think of to locate this collection-and failed. It simply disap,
peared."70 When it came to light at last in 1952 as the Columbia
University Crane Collection, Schoberlin was again on active duty in
the Navy and his book on Crane had been indefinitely delayed.
Nothing in the record reveals his feelings when he heard the news.
an employee of the Jacksonville Gas Company who became acquainted with Cora
in the course of his reading the gas meters at the Court [the brothel Cora established
when she returned to Jacksonville], purchased the collection which had been stored
in a trunk for the sum of five hundred dollars. Circumstances point to the conclu,
sion that sometime previously, perhaps during the four days betwee~ Cora Taylor's
death and the filing of her will for probate, the trunk may have been stolen from
the Court by someone aware of the future value of its contents, as the papers were
not found among her personal effects." Cora Crane, 378. Gilkes does not mention
Elizabeth Fretwell.
67. Elizabeth Fretwell to Schoberlin, 21 August 1947.
68. Elizabeth Fretwell to Schoberlin, 13 November 1947. Mrs. Fretwell refused
Schoberlin's offer to pay for her help. "Of course that is absurd. If you are doing a
scholarly work on Crane that should be sufficient payment for anyone interested in
American literature." In the interest of the latter, as she may have thought, she
sent Schoberlin the manuscript of her former husband's novel about Crane, "Colour
of the Sky", which Carl Bohnenberger had submitted to Maxwell Perkins in person
about 1934. Perkins returned it, suggesting Appleton's as a possible publisher.
Schoberlin returned it a few weeks after receiving it with a conspicuously non,
committal comment.
69. Schoberlin to Leon Edel, 15 March 1948.
70. Schoberlin to George M. Adams, 19 April 1950.
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"FLAGON OF DESPAIR"
Schoberlin began writing in June 1948, shortly after he completed
his marathon research tour. Two months later he wrote Alice Beer
that his work was going well but slowly. "I want to do the very best
job that I can, for a great deal depends on its success." 71 The maxi,
mum length specified in his contract with Knopf was 135,000 words,
but he was planning a longer book, apparently even before he began
writing it. He wrote Claude Jones, who had been a student at Syra,
cuse University and had written about Crane's college experience,
that "Flagon" would be 150,000 to 200,000 words. But the scope
Schoberlin adopted in the first chapters would make it even longer
than this. By mid,November he had written 37,000 words, more
than a fourth of the contract length, and had only brought Crane up
to 1888, the year he entered Claverack College; a month later it
stood at 52,000 words-"half finished", he said, though Crane at
this point in the story was just entering Lafayette College in the fall
of 1890. 72 In mid,June, a year after he began, Schoberlin had written
100,000 words, which he counted as two,thirds of the total, and had
decided to trim his lengthy discussions of naturalism, impressionism,
and symbolism to make more room for biography. 73
These numbers are indicators of a fatal problem-insurmountable,
given Schoberlin's inalterable plan to write the definitive biography.
He was aware, as he explained to Edel, of the peculiar problem of
imbalance in Crane materials, but curiously he seemed determined
to ignore it. His real passion was collecting; the writing was in a
sense anticlimactic. As the months passed and the pages accumu,
lated, he seemed oblivious to the warning implicit in his own lucid
statement of the fundamental problem in Crane biography and ap'
peared determined to use every bit of information he had so pains,
takingly gathered and classified. Readers to whom he sent chapters
for comment-Post Wheeler, the journalist and diplomat, who had
known Crane at Asbury Park; Clarence Goodwin, who had been
Crane's fraternity brother at Syracuse; and several others-almost in,
71. Schoberlin to Alice Beer, 16 August 1948.
72. Schoberlin to Max Herzberg, 17 November 1948; Schoberlin to Mrs. Harri~
man, 12 December 1948.
73. Schoberlin to Max Herzberg, 12 June 1948.
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variably complained about the density of detail. A Dr. E. A. Cross,
returning chapters, congratulated him on his research but com,
plained about its turgidity. Schoberlin responded:
I imagine that most of the people in the world would find
the extent of my research on Crane beyond all understand,
ing. Besides at least 2 million words of notes, there are 4
cardfile indexes of a) all Crane's work b) all written about
him c) every name ever associated with Crane d) day,by,day
date index, hundreds of photostats, 112 original letters (700
copies of other letters), a full library of 1st editions-be,
tween 7 & 8 thousand letters written and received. 74
To Wheeler he wrote, "If Stevie were around, he'd probably say I
was nuts a good deal of the time, but I think he'd be amazed by what
I've dug up out of his past". 75
By the end of January 1950 he had sent thirteen of the planned
fifteen chapters to Knopf, but predictably, he was having troubles.
His original editor, Wilson Follett, who had brought out a twelve,
volume edition of Crane's work in the mid,twenties, had been reas,
signed and another had been put in charge of "Flagon"--one,
Schoberlin wrote, who "knows nothing about Crane, who (I feel)
cares less, and whose own work has been limited to very popular
works on music and musical biographies. So the original plan of my
biography had to be thrown overboard to coincide more nearly with
his idiosyncrasies." In the end he thought he would probably have
to give up his contract with Knopf and take "Flagon" elsewhere.
"Knopf is not to blame, however; it's just a fickle fate [that] landed
me in the lap of an editor with whom I share a mutual dislike." 76
To George M. Adams he wrote that "Flagon" would not be out in
the spring of 1950 and perhaps not even in the fall. By May he had
virtually put it aside. "Right now some work for the Navy is delaying
my work on the book, and if another war comes along-and I don't
see any way to avoid a conflict with Russia (probably in 1953)-
goodness only knows when I'll get everything into shape. I'm having
74. Schoberlin to Dr. E. A. Cross, [n.d.].
75. Schoberlin to Post Wheeler, 26 June 1949.
76. Schoberlin to Odell Hathaway, 31 January 1950.
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to telescope the first few chapters-they got out of hand, about sev,
enty thousand words to get Crane through college, which the powers
that be thought entirely too much. The powers are always right." 77
As he predicted, he was recalled to active duty in the Navy and
"Flagon" was laid aside altogether, though he never dropped the idea
of finishing it. In 1952 he wrote that the wars had only delayed, not
cancelled his work on Crane, "though I cannot see the end of the
delay". 78
His unpublished book has not been lost to Crane studies, of course.
In it he proposes, as it were, some radical revisions in chronology
which must be taken into account. He claims, for example, that
Crane returned to Hartwood after the Commodore disaster and wrote
"The Open Boat" at his brother Edmund's house before returning to
Jacksonville; and that he did not return to New York from Havana
in 1898 until 24 December, a fact which rearranges several New
York events in the story. His book will stimulate new tests and new
investigations of received ideas about such exasperating puzzles in
Crane's life. But the collection is just now fully open and it is still
too early to say in what ways and to what extent its numerous doc,
uments will support his new conclusions and interpretations. In any
case, the acquisition of his fine collection is an important event. In
1950 he wrote Lester G. Wells, Curator of Special Collections at
Syracuse, a curiously prophetic letter about the future of his papers.
"Eventually I shall part with most of my Crane letters and if I do,
you'll have first chance at them. Then at some distant date-perhaps
twenty years hence, or possibly when I die-I shall give some insti,
tution my files on Crane. I now have the Library of Congress in
mind, but you are not out of the running. . . . That is all in the
future. "79 Students of the elusive Stephen Crane will remain grateful
to Syracuse University for seizing that future when it finally arrived.
For, as Schoberlin said of his papers, "They contain so much infor,
mation that no one will ever be able to get again".
77. Schoberlin to George M. Adams, 19 April 1950.
78. Schoberlin to R. W. Stallman, 17 February 1952.
79. Schoberlin to Lester G. Wells, 21 May 1950.
34
New Stephen Crane Letters
in the Schoberlin Collection
BY PAUL SORRENTINO AND STANLEY WERTHEIM
Unpublished Crane letters constitute the most significant part of
the Melvin H. Schoberlin Stephen Crane Collection. * The collec,
tion contains sixty,two letters by Stephen, thirty,nine by Cora (his
common,law wife), and five book and album inscriptions. Of those,
Cora's letters and forty,eight of the Crane letters have been available
only in typed transcripts, and the others until now were unknown.
Because the originals show that the transcripts are substantially ac,
curate and because the transcripts were published in the R. W. Stall,
man and Lillian Gilkes edition of Stephen Crane: Letters (1960) or in
the Fredson Bowers edition of The Warks of Stephen Crane (1969-
76), these letters are not reprinted here. Besides original letters and
inscriptions, the Schoberlin Collection contains typed transcripts of
previously unpublished Crane letters, including those from the so'
called "Thomas Beer Papers". The entire group has been arranged in
the following manner: letters 1-19 are in holograph, the text faith,
fully adhered to; letters 20-25 are printed from unverified type,
scripts; letters 26-31 are printed from Thomas Beer's typescripts.
By themselves the letters and inscriptions that are reproduced here
do not form a coherent narrative; consequently, brief headnotes and
footnotes supply the reader with sufficient detail to understand the
context of each document.
In January 1888, at the age of sixteen, Crane began attending
Claverack College and Hudson River Institute, a co,educational, semi,
military high school and junior college in Columbia County, New
York, because of his interest in the school's military program. "He
loved to play at soldiers from his earliest childhood",his sister, in,
• Stephen Crane's letters are published with the permission of Alfred A. Knopf,
Inc.
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law Mrs. George Crane recalled. "Most of his playthings were in the
form of toy soldiers, guns and the like", and "his fondness for every'
thing military induced his mother to send him to the Claverack Mil,
itary Academy".
The Claverack experience was idyllic for Crane. He would later
characterize it as the happiest period in his life. While there, he had
his most intense period of exposure to nineteenth,century English
and American literature and the classics, although he never read
deeply or widely. He contributed his first signed article, a two,col,
umn sketch on the exploits of Henry M. Stanley, the journalist and
African explorer, to the school's magazine, Vidette; and he fell in
love with two redheads, Harriet Mattison and Jennie Pierce. Sum,
mers were spent helping his brother Townley collect society gossip
along the New Jersey shore for his Asbury Park news agency. Crane's
studies were eclectic. Students of the three,year Classical or Aca,
demic programs at Claverack were prepared to enter the third year
of college. There was also a Commercial Department for boys and
girls. The Thirty Fourth Catalogue of Claverack College and Hudson
River Institute (1888) lists Crane among the Classical students, aI,
though he later apparently switched to the Academic curriculum. It
is unlikely he adhered to the requirements of either very closely, for
when he entered Lafayette College in the fall of 1890, having com,
pleted two and a half years at Claverack, he was still only a fresh,
man.
Crane indulged his love of military panoply to the full at Claver,
ack, and he rose rapidly in the ranks of the student battalion, being
gazetted captain in the June 1890 issue of Vidette. His "perfectly hen,
like attitude toward the rank and file" during a prize drill was sardon,
ically described by a classmate, Harvey Wickham. Crane was prepar,
ing himself for West Point and a career as a professional soldier, but
his older brother William, who had often entertained him with
knowledgeable accounts of the Battles of Chancellorsville and Get'
tysburg, was convinced that there would be no war in Stephen's life,
time and that consequently he would not prosper as an army officer.
Crane, therefore, sought a more practical outlet for his ambitions in
the mining,engineering course at Lafayette College, but he departed
from Claverack with deep regret. Later he would write ambiguously
on the reverse of a photograph of the school (in the Schoberlin Col,
lection) that it was "A place around which tender(?) memories cling".
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The buildings of Claverack College and Hudson River Institute in Claverack,
New York. This is the photograph on the back of which Stephen Crane had
written: "A place around which tender(?) memories cling".
1. TO ARMISTEAD BORLAND I
Inscribed in an autograph album.
You little Annex2_ / That would be on a level / With desperados
and the like / Four to one / Is'nt much fun / For the fellow the kids
go to fight / Very sincerely / Your friend / Stephen T. Crane /
N. Y C. / C. C. & H. R. I / April 4, 1889
1. Armistead ("Tommie") Borland, a Claverack College schoolmate from Norfolk,
Virginia. In his unpublished biography, "Flagon of Despair: Stephen Crane", which
is part of the Schoberlin Collection, Schoberlin quotes a passage that Borland ap~
parently wrote to him: "I was only a kid of fourteen . . . and 'Steve' was my hero
and ideal. I must have been somewhat of a nuisance to him always hanging around-
sometimes when I was not wanted. I tried to copy him in every way and learned
many things, not all for the good of my immortal soul-the rudiments of the great
American game of poker and something more than the rudiments of the ways of a
man with a maid" (p. v-17).
2. Harvey Wickham, another schoolmate, in "Stephen Crane at College", Amer~
ican Mercury 7 (March 1926): 291, reports that by the time Crane arrived at Clav~
erack College, the reputation of the school had declined: "The college, in fact, had
become all absorbed in the Hudson River Institute-a mere boarding school. . . .
and the Institute itself was being eaten into by an annex, which was not up to the
level of even a high school. Old Claverack was dead."
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2. TO ARMISTEAD BORLAND
Inscribed in an autograph album (see illustration on page 4).
Ah! Tommie! when you / get back to Dixie, remember / how often
you used to / be fired out of # 11 7 1 and / how you always came /
directly in again / Your sincere friend / Stephen Crane /
C C & H R. I / March 10, 1890
1. Schoberlin writes that Crane was assigned at Claverack "to cubicle 117 'Flack
Alley,' as the third~floor corridor of the boys' dormitory was commonly called"
("Flagon", p. v-5). The corridor was named after the Reverend Arthur H. Flack,
who succeeded his father as president of the school.
3. TO ARMISTEAD BORLAND
My dear Tommie:-
I was delighted to hear from you. So poor Tommie is in hell is
he? Never mind, my boy, I remember when you used to cuss at
Claverack and swear it was the damndest hole on earth. I really
suppose you would rail at your lot if you were placed on the right,
hand side of God almighty in Heaven with nine angels to fan you
and a caravan heavily loaded with mint'julips, in the immediate
fore,ground. Go to, Thomas, thou art a bird, a regular damned
bird.
So you lack females of the white persuasion, do you? How unfor,
tunate! And how extraordinary! I never thought that the world
could come to such a pass that you would lack females, Thomas!
You indeed must be in a God forsaken country.
Just read these next few lines in a whisper:-I-I think black is
quite good-if-if its yellow and young.
I will proceed directly to write to Jones, P. He was a nice boy.
He and Tommie were the only two kids I ever cared much about.
Perhaps, you have noticed this pen is damnably bad and that I
am writing this letter with great difficulty. You are very right in
that case. Therefore appreciate this more.
Pete 1 said she would like to hear from you. Why don't you write
to her? "#75 Sip Ave, Jersey City Heights."
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The cadets of Company B, Claverack College, ca. 1889. Stephen Crane stands
second from the left. Armistead Borland stands second from the right.
I heard from Johns 2 by the same mail that brought your letter.
He is hanging out in Ypsilanti Michigan, wherever in hell that may
be. Send me Red Foster's 3 address if you have it.
Take care of yourself, always assure yourself of my distinguished
consideration and you will be very happy. Good,bye and Good luck
and nice girls to you, my dear Tommie
Always yours affectionately
S. C.
Port Jervis NY
Feb 16, 92
-Write often-
1. Crane's friend, Phebe English.
2. H. B. Johns, nicknamed "Red Sioux" because he came from Sioux City, Iowa.
3. F. H. Foster of New York City.
Following his return from a trip to the West and Mexico for the
Bacheller, Johnson & Bacheller newspaper syndicate, Crane spent
the summer of 1895 at his brother Edmund's house in Hartwood,
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New York, a tiny country village in Sullivan County, only a few
miles from Port Jervis. Hartwood, where Crane lived intermittently
in 1895-96, was the closest thing to a permanent home he would
have in the United States. Another brother, William Howe Crane,
was an attorney who lived in Port Jervis, and here Crane renewed
his childhood friendship with Louis C. Senger, Jr., an artist who had
served as the model for the Tall Man of the Sullivan County sketches.
Senger helped Crane edit and put into print a mock newspaper, the
Pike County Puzzle, based upon their camping experience with other
friends at Twin Lakes near Milford, Pennsylvania, during the sum,
mer of 1894.
4. TO LOUIS SENGER
Letterhead: "Cooke's European Hotel. . . St. Louis, Mo."
[St. Louis, 30 January 1895]
Say, Senger, write to me in care of the State Journal, Lincoln, Ne,
braska, will you? 1 Any time within ten days. After that, at the
New Orleans Times,Democrat office, care Mr Marrion Baker
Crane
1. In the early part of 1895, Crane travelled to the West and Mexico as a feature
writer for the Bacheller, Johnson & Bacheller newspaper syndicate. In February he
met Willa Cather in the office of the Nebraska State Journal.
5. TO LOUIS SENGER
Hartwood, N. Y.
Nov 23d [1895]
My dear Louis: I am about to finish my new novell-in eight days I
think-and if you find yourself with a good deal of time, I would
like to have you read it. Up here, I miss some little public to im,
pale. Let me know if you possess any leisure and I will send or
bring the thing to you.
I see you escaped with six dollars soon after election. Heaven
guard us from such robbers.
Yours as always
Stephen Crane.
1. The Third Violet.
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6. TO LOUIS SENGER
Hartwood-Nov. 25th. [1895]
My dear Louis: You are a very amiable person. I will send the novel
down by messenger to Will Parshal's office. I expect to finish it this
week. As to your good invitation to come see you-I am expecting
to break out of my asylum on Dec 17th, when I go to Buffalo for a
few days.l When I return, I shall be glad to take a moment's rest in
Port Jervis. Adios.
Yours as ever
Stephen Crane.
1. Crane went to Buffalo to attend a banquet given in his honor by Elbert Hub,
bard and the Society of the Philistines at the Genesee Hotel on 19 December 1895.
7. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Hartwood, N. Y., 7 January 1896]
Dear L: Hope you will keep me posted on the Tribune's acrobatics. l
Have sent for Munsey's.2 The new novel accepted by Appleton's on
Saturday. To be brought out in April or June.
Yours
S. C.
1. The New York Tribune's unflattering review of The Red Badge of Courage ap'
peared on 13 October 1895, p. 24. In its "Literary Notes" column on 29 December
1895, p. 22, the Tribune vituperatively attacked the Society of the Philistines for
tendering Crane a testimonial dinner: "But the Crane dinner redirects attention to
the head and front [sic] of Philistine offending, the cause of it all, the irrepressible
mediocrity which insists upon affronting public intelligence though the heavens cry
out for shame. We had thought the 'Philistines' would help to quench the Minor
Poet. Instead they give him a dinner and sing his praises to the moon!"
2. The "Literary Chat" column, Munsey's Magazine 14 (January 1896): 503-4,
deplores the excesses of Crane's style, especially in The Black Riders. "But in 'The
Red Badge' there is a more substantial quality than mere eccentricity. His writings,
to be sure, are an acquired taste. One must become hardened to having everything
described as 'murder red,' and having one's composure startled by lurid similes. This
achieved, there comes a realization that Mr. Crane possesses a power of his own, a
forceful knowledge of truth, and an ability to portray it forcefully." The column
concludes that Crane is "one of the most original writers of the day".
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At the height of his fame, following the publication of The Red
Badge of Courage in October 1895, Crane found himself besieged
with requests for photographs and the object of attention from clubs
and societies that solicited his membership. The five postal cards he
sent to Senger on the same day reveal Crane's occasional playfulness.
His letters contain few touches of humor.
8. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Port Jervis, N. Y., 11 January 1896]
Dear Louis: Will you kindly loan your photograph of me to The
Bookman? 1 Please send it to James MacArthur c/o, Dodd Mead and
Co., Fifth Ave., New York City.
Yours faithfully
Stephen Crane
1. The Bookman 2 (February 1896): 470 used one of the snapshots made by Sen-
ger's cousin, the artist Corwin Knapp Linson, in preparation for his oil portrait of
Crane now hanging in the Alderman Library at the University of Virginia.
9. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Port Jervis, 11 January 1896]
Dear L: If you dont send the photograph, I will do you.
Very truly yours
Stephen Crane.
10. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Port Jervis, 11 January 1896]
Dear Louis: Have you sent it?
Sincerely yours
Stephen Crane
11. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Port Jervis, 11 January 1896]
Dear Louis: Why dont you send it?
Faithfully yours
Stephen Crane
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12. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Port Jervis, 11 January 1896]
Dear Louis: Why the dickens have you not sent the picture to
MacArthur, c/o Dodd, Mead and Co., New York City?
Yours
Stephen Crane
13. TO LOUIS SENGER
The Cosmos Club
Washington, D. C.
March 24th [1896]
Dear Louisa: I forgot to tell you that I have come to Washington
for a long stay. I Otherwise I would be happy to hear the S. U. 2 glee
club. So glad the young woman has all her mothers and fathers.
Give my regards to the Van Ettens. I have heard nothing from
Williams but have written him again. Excuse this haste.
Yours
S. C.
1. In mid,March 1896, Crane went to Washington, D.C., to study the political
life of the city in preparation for a novel to be published by S. S. McClure. Finding
Washington society impenetrable, he returned to New York at the beginning of
April, giving up all thoughts of the novel.
2. Syracuse University.
14. TO VIOLA ALLEN I
165 West 23d
Thursday-[1ate April 1896]
My dear Miss Allen: As you permit, I will very gladly come on the
evening of the first Sunday in May. Is that right?
Yours sincerely
Stephen Crane
1. A schoolmate from Claverack who had written Crane. He replied in March
and sent her a copy of The Red Badge of Courage.
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15. TO LUCIUS L. BUTTON 1
Inscribed in a copy of A Souvenir and a Medley. 2
[after 1 May 1896]
Go to hell! C.
1. Lucius Lucine Button was one of the medical students who shared lodgings with
Crane during the fall and winter of 1892-93 in the boarding house on Avenue A
that they referred to as the "Pendennis Club". Button received one of the first of
the privately printed copies of Maggie inscribed by Crane.
2. One of three pamphlets printed to commemorate the banquet given in Crane's
honor by the Society of the Philistines.
16. TO E. S. GOODHUE
Hartwood.,
Sullivan Co.,
New York State
Aug 34,96.
E. S. Goodhue, M.D
Dear sir: I acknowledge with gratitude your kind favor of July 3d
in which you inform me that I have been made an honorary mem,
ber of the Kanai Kodak Club 1 and I accept the distinction with
many thanks. Cordial greetings to all Kodak Klubers.
Very truly yours
Stephen Crane
1. A reading and photography club on Kauai, Hawaii. Crane misread Goodhue's
handwriting and wrote "Kanai" instead of "Kauai".
Crane's settling down with Cora Taylor at Ravensbrook, Oxted,
Surrey, England, in June 1897, following his reporting of the Greco,
Turkish War for the New York Journal and the McClure syndicate,
was an act not of expatriation but of exile. Stephen's brothers and
their prudish wives would not have welcomed the "hostess" of a
Jacksonville pleasure house to Hartwood or Port Jervis, whereas the
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English literary group among whom Crane settled had a less stringent
moral outlook. Harold Frederic, Ford Madox Ford, and H. G. Wells
lived with women who were not their wives, and Joseph Conrad was
tolerant, if not approving, of deviations from Victorian morality.
Crane's residence in England was interrupted for some seven months
while he covered the Cuban and Puerto Rican campaigns of the
Spanish,American War as a correspondent for the New York World
and, subsequently, the New York Journal. A month after his return
in January 1899, the Cranes moved to Brede Place in Northiam,
Sussex, a rambling, decayed country manor built in the fourteenth
century and restored during Tudor and Elizabethan times. During
Stephen's absence in Cuba, Cora had leased it for a nominal sum
from Moreton Frewen and his wife, Clara, a sister of Lady Randolph
Churchill. Here the Cranes lived until shortly before Stephen's death
in Badenweiler, Germany, on 5 June 1900.
17. TO LOUIS SENGER
[Ravensbrook] Nov 8. [1897]
My dear Louis: These marital gymnastics on the part of Linson
must be hair,raising. Call him off. The halo cant be used as a rim
for the domestic stove,lid. Carry him out. It is too much.
Can not you send me a proof of the Scribner's tale? I can have
so many people here read it and all that. I congratulate you frankly,
completely. It is a pretty sure sign. Blaze away. I heard from Lorrie 1
recently. He is wading around knee,deep in the belief that I am in
New York
Your friend
S. C.
c/o W. Heineman
21 Bedford St: W. C.
London
1. Frederic M. Lawrence, a Delta Upsilon brother of Crane at Syracuse University
who wrote a valuable reminiscence published recently as The Real Stephen Crane,
ed. Joseph Katz (Newark, New Jersey: Newark Public Library, 1980).
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18. TO LOUIS SENGER
Inscribed in a copy of a German edition of Maggie 1 (Leipzig: Georg H.
Wigand's Verlag, 1897).
[1897]
Dear Louis: Have this from S. C.
1. Two editions of Dora Lande's translation, Maggie: das Strassenkind {published by
G. H. Wigand and E. Fiedler} appeared in 1897, the subtitle based upon the English
Maggie: A Girl of the Streets. This was the only work of Crane translated into Ger~
man during his lifetime.
19. TO CAMILLA INGALLS
Inscribed in a copy of Pictures of War.
To Camilla / With affectionate, always / affectionate, remem,
brances / of the author. / Stephen Crane / Brede Place / June 8,
1899.
Besides the holograph items, the Schoberlin Collection also in'
eludes typed transcripts of Crane letters. They are more revealing
and thus more important to scholars than some of the holographs in
the collection. One difficulty in working with a transcript is that if
an error appears, there· is no way of knowing whether the writer or
the transcriber committed it. Consequently, the following letters are
offered as they appear in typescript, complete with bracketed mate,
rial but excluding the explanatory notes that Schoberlin himself typed
for his own use. Nos. 20-25 consist of copies of letters that Schob,
erlin collected from relatives or friends of Crane.
20. TO POST WHEELER 1
143 East 23d St., N.Y.C.
Dec 22d, 94
My dear Wheeler:-I rejoiced tonight in getting your letter down at
the Press office. I had not known which quarter of the globe con,
tained you. Of all things I did not expect to find you incarcerated
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in Newark, where, by the way, I myself was jailed for a certain pe~
riod-one week, in fact. You apall [sic] me by mentioning a couple
of bottles. If I was sure you meant beer no one would reply with
more fervent and fraternal joy but I have a damnable suspicion that
you mean wine. Know then, myoid companion, that I am living
upon the glory of literature and not upon it's [sic] pay. Nevertheless
we tramped too many leagues of Jersey sand together to let this
matter of beer or wine separate us and if during the week that be~
gins 1895 you have time to spare, let me know and I will gladly
come to Newark to resume our old acquaintance and, by the same
token, we will manage oftener to dine in New York. As far as the
literary club [the Lantern Club] goes, you will be gladly welcomed,
I am sure. My opinion is considered very valuable by my fellow~
members since I am usually very chary about giving it. 2 I hope to
see you soon as a member of our little clan and I know you will like
it. Drop me a line and in the meantime know me to be
Yours very sincerely
Stephen Crane
1. Post Wheeler (1869-1956), journalist and diplomat, was editor of the New York
Press, 1896-1900, and later served in American embassies in Tokyo, St. Petersburg,
Rome, Stockholm, London, and Rio de Janeiro. Wheeler and Crane were ac~
quainted as children through their mothers, who were active in the W.C.T.U.
Wheeler was a charter member of the Lantern Club on William Street in New York,
a genial group of newspapermen, editors, and journalists presided over by Irving
Bacheller.
2. This seems to be a reference to some Lantern Club occasion; but according to
the Club's perpetual president, Irving Bacheller, Crane did not become a member
until his return from Mexico in the spring of 1895 (From Stores of Memory [New
York: Farrar & Rinehart, 1938], 111). In his reminiscences Post Wheeler maintains
that he was one of the founding members of the Lantern Club and intimates that
Crane joined later (Dome of Many~Coloured Glass [Garden City, Long Island: Dou~
bleday, 1955], 98).
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21. TO POST WHEELER
Hartwood
Nov 5 [1895]
My dear Post: It is good of you to remember me so often. I saw the
Town Topics review. Didn't I show it to you at the Club. I am
working out,of,sight. Novell third done.
Yours as ever
Stephen Crane
1. The Third Violet.
22. TO LOUIS SENGER
[10 December 1895]
Hartwood
Tuesday night
My dear Louisa:
I have arrived in Port Jervis. This is supposed to resemble one of
Napoleon's previous bulletins. Come and see me.
Yours
S. C.
23. TO DEWITT MILLER I
The Cosmos Club
Washington, D. C.
March 24, 1896
Mr. Dewitt Miller,
Dear Sir:
Maggie was privately printed some years ago and I have no copy at
hand. The new edition will be brought out by Appleton & Co.
Sincerely yours,
Stephen Crane
1. ]ahu Dewitt Miller (1857-1911) was a noted lyceum lecturer and book collec,
tor. Crane may have met him at Pennington Seminary. Miller was graduated from
there in 1881 and lectured at the school at least once annually from 1887 to 1890.
Miller eventually managed to obtain a copy of the 1893 Maggie, had it rebound,
and sent it to Crane for his inscription.
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24. TO LUCIUS L. BUTTON
Hartwood
Sullivan Co. N. Y.
Nov. 3d '96
My dear Button: When I returned from Mexico, I tried to look you
up in New York but you had incontinently vanished. I heard latter
[sic) that you were in Rochester so I fire this small note in that
direction or perhaps I had better try Norwich. I think, upon con~
sideration, I will. I am up here writing another book. Let me know
where you are and when you intend going to New York so we may
clash.
Yours as ever
Stephen Crane
25. CORA CRANE TO POST WHEELER
TELEGRAMS--cRANE, BREDE HILL
STATION-RYE
BREDE PLACE,
BREDE,
NORTHIAM,
SUSSEX.
England
Jan. 24th 1900
Dear Mr. Post Wheeler:
I am writing you for my husband. It is almost impossible to get
him to write letters and so, now, his friends are good enough to get
their news of him and from him, through me.
He wishes me to say that he has seconded your nomination at
the Authors Club.
Stephen longs for South Africa but he was really too wretched in
health after Cuba to go out so soon again. 1 I pray he may never go
again as war~correspondent. We may take a trip to the Cape after
the war is over.
Curtis Brown 2 has been to see us at Brede Place. We hope to
have the good fortune to entertain you under the old roof~tree some
day.
Stephen is now in good health and spirits and is writing an Irish
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Romance 3 over which he is taking great joy. He wants you to be
good enough to write him your news and to be satisfied with this
one,sided sort of correspondence.
With our best wishes for 1900 believe me
Very Sincerely Yours
Cora Crane
1. While Crane was in Cuba reporting the Spanish,American War, his health
deteriorated seriously because of the climate and the poor living conditions. Never,
theless, upon his return to England he wanted to travel to South Africa to report
the Boer War.
2. Formerly Sunday editor of the New York Press and at this time a literary agent
in London.
3. The O'Ruddy.
The following group of six letters consists of Thomas Beer's type,
scripts of letters from Crane at Brede. Some of these were copied
from originals in Beer's possession before he wrote his biography.
Others were evidently obtained after the biography had appeared in
1923. According to his sister Alice, the original letters were returned
to their owners shortly after he had transcribed them. Scholars owe
their preservation in part to Schoberlin, whose copies were sent to
him by Alice Beer. These letters are especially significant for their
comments upon such other writers as Harold Frederic, Oscar Wilde,
Henry James, and Joseph Conrad. While the originals of the letters
in the Thomas Beer Papers have never surfaced, their provenance is
considerably better than many of those quoted in Beer's sparsely doc,
umented biography, which contains much of what still passes for the
basic facts of Crane's life.
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26. TO WILLIAM HOWE CRANE
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
August 10 [1899]
Dear Will:
As to leaving here before the beginning of March I can't say that
we look at it any too cordially. The rumpus about H.l continues.
As I have told you he had enemies. He did not kill himself and if
his ladylove killed him she picked out one of those roundabout
Sherlock Doyle ways of doing it. It is simply too easy to call a man
you don't like a suicide. Mrs. Frederic2 loved H. maybe. She has
taken precious little trouble to put him right with people since
May. Neither do I much like Mr. James'3 manner. He professed to
be er, er, er much attached to H. and now he has shut up like a
clam. Do you not think that men like Robert4 and me who were
close to H and knew how sane he was should take some trouble to
shut this thing up and off? I shall certainly not come until I have
done what I can.
Yours,
S. c.
Thanks for check.
1. Harold Frederic died on 19 October 1898, having suffered a stroke the previous
August. Following his death, his mistress, Kate Lyon, and the Christian Science
practitioner she had called in to treat him were arrested for manslaughter.
2. Frederic's wife, Grace.
3. Henry James.
4. Robert Barr.
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27. TO (ARNOLD) HENRY SANFORD BENNETTl
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
[ca. 13 August 1899]
Dear Bennett:
Am sending this up by Karl [Harriman]2 who has to see a dentist
or a barkeep or a doctor. Get me the other Wells book. Wells is
coming down and will want to know if I read it. Wheels of
Chance3 or some such name. Gave me a copy and I lost it. You
might bring your sister next Thursday if she could stand it. Some
pretty wild Indians coming. Might not like them. Mrs. Crane and I
would like to have both of you of course. You are wrong about
Hueffer. 4 I admit he is patronizing. He patronized his family. He
patronizes Conrad. 5 He will end up by patronizing God who will
have to get used to it and they will be friends. Enclosed is some of
that fifty. Are you people related to E. Arnold Bennett? Give Karl
a drink.
S. Crane
1. Crane's Canadian friend who had given him a guided tour of Paris in April
1897.
2. Karl Edwin Harriman (1875-1935), a young American journalist who visited
the Cranes and later wrote sentimental, idealized accounts of their life at Brede
Place.
3. H. G. Wells, The Wheels of Chance: A Holuwy Adventure (1896).
4. Ford Madox Hueffer (1873-1939), English critic and novelist who changed his
Teutonic surname to Ford after World War I, was a neighbor of Crane at nearby
Limpsfield.
5. Joseph Conrad.
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28. TO JOHNl
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
August [ca. 15, 1899]
Dear John:
Please have the kindness to keep your mouth shut about my
health in front of Mrs. Crane hereafter. She can do nothing for me
and I am too old to be nursed. It is all up with me but I will not
have her scared. For some funny woman's reason, she likes me.
Mind this.
S.
1. Possibly John Scott,Stokes, a cousin of the Duke of Norfolk who initiated a
committee, co,chaired by Cora, to raise money for the benefit of the children of
Harold Frederic and Kate Lyon.
29. TO (ARNOLD) HENRY SANFORD BENNETT
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
August 29 [1899]
Dear Bennett:
The thin man is a Bassett Holmes. He does look like Hueffer.
Comes I think from Cornwall somewhere. Met him in a whore,
house in New York when we were kids. The other fellow is a friend
of Karl Harriman. Ghost of an idea what he does, is, or goes to.
Sorry Miss Bennett was so bored. About Wilde! and his troubles a
mere stranger and runaway dog like me can't be supposed to care. I
met him once. We stood and looked at each other and he bleated
like a sheep. With those bad manners that are so awfully much
mine I laughed in his face. He tried to borrow money from Dick
Davis2 when he was being tried after insulting Davis all across Lon,
don. Something pretty poor in him. And lowe my brothers too
much money to bother about helping with subscriptions for a mil,
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dewed chump like Wilde. Blood, etc. If Harris and the rest of
Wilde's friends really want to help him they ought to send him ex~
press to Weir MitchelP or some specialist in his kind of malady.
Perhaps it is because I lived on borrowed money and ate in lunch~
wagons when I was trying to be someone that these magnified sin~
ners in good duds bore me so. That isn't what Conrad would call a
sentiment of generosity but it is mine. If Conrad has any French
blood in him I don't know of it. He is, I think, a pure Polish gent.
Tea at James's. My God how does he stand these bores who pes~
ter him. Mrs. Humphrey Ward was there. What an old cow! She
has no more mind than a president. N ice to us, though. Feeling
vile. Am asked to lecture on the 20th. Hoot, mon! Robert says I
ought to. All I ought to do right now is pay some of my debts. My
charities begin in the right pants pocket.
Yours,
S. C.
1. Oscar Wilde.
2. Richard Harding Davis (1864-1916), Crane's chief rival as star war correspon,
dent in the Greco,Turkish and Spanish,American Wars.
3. Silas Weir Mitchell (1829-1914), American neurologist specializing in nervous
disorders. Mitchell was also a poet and novelist. His most enduring work of fiction,
Hugh Wynne, Free Quaker (1898), was a story of the American Revolution.
30. TO GEORGE WYNDHAMl
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
[ca. 10 September 1899]
Dear Wyndham:
The invitation reads for September 20 and I may be feeling bet~
ter by then and come to town. At present I feel like hell. This
fistula or vistula or whatever they call it drives me mad. I can't
ride. Neither could I promise you or Pink2 or anyone to write this
paper even for a good cause. I am no believer in your general chari~
ties. A general charity is about as useful as a wormeaten blanket for
two men. Someone should get some warmth out of it. Usually
everybody gets a little irritation. Hope is the most vacuous emotion
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of mankind. Have been flower,showing. Jesus! What a diversion.
The boy you met here has gone to Germany. What do you know
about the Black Forest there? I mean as a health resort? The truth
is that Cuba libre just about liberated me from this base blue world.
The clockwork is juggling badly. I have had a lot of idiotic com,
pany all summer.
S. C.
1. British Undersecretary of State for War, who had written a highly laudatory
essay on The Red Badge of Courage, "A Remarkable Book", New Review 14 (January
1896): 30-40; retitled "An Appreciation" and reprinted as the introduction to Pic,
tures of War (1898).
2. James B. Pinker, Crane's literary agent.
31. TO (ARNOLD) HENRY SANFORD BENNETT
Brede Place,
Brede,
Northiam,
Sussex.
[23 May 1900]
Dear Bennett:
Mrs. Crane writes this at my dictation. We are starting for Dover
in the morning.! My condition is probably known to you. The wine
arrived. Many thanks. I want to say something about the Civil List.
As I understand it, the fact of having been born outside England
does not exclude a man from being taken care of. I have Conrad
very much on my mind just now. Garnett2 does not think it likely
that his writing will ever be popular outside the ring of men who
write. He is poor and a gentleman and proud. His wife is not strong
and they have a kid. If Garnett should ask you to help pull wires
for a place on the Civil List for Conrad please do me the last favor
of talking about it to that relative of yours who has something to
say about these things. I am sure you will.
Yours,
S. C.
1. The Cranes crossed the English Channel at Dover en route to Germany.
2. Edward Garnett, an English literary critic.
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The "Lost" Newspaper Writings of
Stephen Crane
BY THOMAS A. GULLASON *
Despite periodic bursts of activity in Stephen Crane scholarship
over these several decades, much remains to be done. The late Mel,
vin H. Schoberlin's unpublished biography, "Flagon of Despair", now
in the possession of the George Arents Research Library at Syracuse
University, provides new information and valuable resource material
that should help to stimulate another burst of scholarly activity. It
should also lead to a clearer understanding of certain phases of Crane's
personal history and literary life.
Since Schoberlin was preparing his biography for publication in
the late 1940s-early 1950s, some of his "new" material is now dated
in the 1980s, due to the independent findings of others. In some
ways, moreover, he repeats flaws similar to those of Thomas Beer,
who wrote the first full, length biography, Stephen Crane: A Study in
American Letters (1923). Schoberlin tends to be cryptic, and is so
enamored of Crane's impressionism that he imitates his style, making
his biography a little too "creative".
Schoberlin is unlike Thomas Beer in other ways. Presumably Beer
had hired a detective agency to aid him in his research. The results
were often disastrous, because important and obvious areas were left
virtually untouched. In contrast, Schoberlin took a commonsense
approach. He was an effective one'man detective agency, interview'
ing or corresponding with many people who knew Crane personally
and collecting widely scattered materials. His practical,mindedness
was evident in the way he systematically researched the files of the
many newspapers with which Stephen Crane was associated. For the
Philadelphia Press, Schoberlin went back to the files of the 1880s. For
* I wish to dedicate this essay to Dr. Walter E. Sutton, Emeritus Professor of En'
glish at Syracuse University and a distinguished critic of American literature.
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the Newark Daily Advertiser, the New York Press, Tribune, Herald,
World, and other newspapers he exhausted their files of the 1890s.
Schoberlin also seems to have had access to the papers of Edith F.
Crane (one of Stephen Crane's nieces), which must have been of
inestimable value to him.
This long and involved research activity on Schoberlin's part brought
results in an area-Crane's newspaper life-that has presumably been
scrutinized in full by many others before and after Schoberlin. In his
biography, Schoberlin describes and discusses still,unknown journal,
istic pieces by Crane. These reports or feature articles-some are
unmistakably his, others remain conjectural-are important for sev,
eral reasons. They help to pinpoint Crane's movements, and there'
fore are useful as basic biographical tools. They reveal early examples
of Crane's style and subject. One item is of historical interest: Crane's
first known published work, "Asbury's [Park] New Move" (Philadel,
phia Press, 12 July 1887). Elsewhere in his biography, however,
Schoberlin makes reference to an earlier 'lost' piece: "The Summer
Tramp" (The Daily Spray [Asbury Park], 20 June 1887). Schoberlin's
most interesting newspaper discovery is "Where 'De Gang' Hears the
Band Play" (New York Herald, 5 July 1891). In this feature article,
Crane is on location in New York's Bowery, revising and rethinking
his earlier sketch of Maggie that he had completed while a student
at Syracuse University in the spring of 1891.
Even those pieces that are conjectural are of interest because they
reflect the social consciousness of the New York City newspapers
(the New York Herald reportedly printed at least one slum story a
week in the early 1890s), along with other city issues that found
their way into Crane's bona fide fiction. Moreover, because Crane
was "bred" or "relieved" by three or four newspapers, including the
New York Tribune, the New York Herald, and the Newark Daily Ad,
vertiser, one becomes more fully aware of his desperate financial straits
as well as his frustration and depression as a newspaperman. Crane's
inability or reluctance to compose straight newspaper copy had both
positive and negative results; the most positive was that the demands
of conventional journalism made him more deeply committed to his
evolving and unconventional style and vision.
As Crane's first published work, "Asbury's New Move" deserves
special attention. (It is reprinted in full beginning on page 68.) It
proves that Crane was an 'infant precocious', for he was fifteen at
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the time. Though Schoberlin presents no specific proofs, he is con,
vinced that "the internal evidence points to the fact that it was
written by Crane. . . ." The intrinsic bits of evidence are numerous.
Crane's penchant for brief sentences and dramatic statements ("It
was Superintendent Snedeker's mild but firm voice, and a beach en,
tertainment was rudely broken up with a cloud of blushes and abashed
looks"); his ability to distill diverse material-people, place, event-
to get to the essence of things; his wit and cleverness; his ear for
special colloquialisms ("nilly,noddles"); his sharp ironic contrasts
("They were partly protected from the sun's rays by a very loud,
striped parasol, but shielded from the gaze of the beach throng by
nothing"}-all are on display. One thing surprises, even for the fif,
teen,year,old Crane. He is no arch rebel; in fact, he seems respectful
toward traditional values. Only a few years later, he would have made
a sardonic portrait of the law,and,order Superintendent Snedeker.
And the last line of the sketch is without irony: "The young people
say he is hardhearted, but he will go ahead with his project all the
same and receive the plaudits of sensible folks everywhere". At least
young Crane is aware of changing values. The "modem" scene in,
trigues him. He is educating himself to the everyday world, as a
student of careful observation and reflection. Already he has the seed
idea for his future Asbury Park love story, "The Pace of Youth" (1 7-
18 January 1895).
Schoberlin briefly mentions an earlier and unavailable piece, "The
Summer Tramp". This is probably the first version of a story var,
iously titled "An American Tramp's Excursion", "An Excursion
Ticket", and "Billy Atkins Went to Omaha" (New York Press, 20
May 1894). At eastern seaside resorts like Asbury Park and Ocean
Grove, young Crane was confronting and developing a fascination
with other locales-the American West-with other classes of peo,
pIe-the tramp, the outcast-and with colloquial speech.
Stephen Crane's first full, time employment as a newspaperman took
place following his one semester at Syracuse University. By July 1891,
he was employed by the New York Herald. Unfortunately, his posi,
tion with the newspaper was shortlived; he was fired in February
1892. The last Herald piece that Schoberlin attributes to Crane ap'
peared on 25 October 1891. Schoberlin claims that the Sunday edi,
tor had advised Crane to tone down his literary high jinks and to be
more journalistic.
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The four lost pieces Schoberlin identifies as Crane's work are:
"Where 'De Gang' Hears the Band Play" (5 July 1891), "Tent Life
at Ocean Grove" (19 July 1891), "In Casey Welch's Hole in the
Wall" (4 October 1891), and "Who Has Not Been on 'Hurry AI,
ley'?" (25 October 1891). Unmistakably by Crane, "Where 'De Gang'
Hears the Band Play" is probably the most important literary re,
source in Schoberlin's entire biography and the one that should at,
tract the most attention of American literature scholars. (It is re,
printed in full beginning on page 69.)
"Where 'De Gang' Hears the Band Play" seems to be a later ver,
sion of the Syracuse Maggie. This Herald version would be revised
several times and for several reasons. Crane's presentation of the di,
alect speech of the Bowery is still awkward, for he shifts from formal
English to slang in the same sentence ("Say, Jimmy, I'm going to
the band play to,night an' I want de watch"). He has not yet settled
on his portrait of Maggie; in the sketch, she is a female "tough", and
not the idealized and innocent girl. Crane already has a clearer and
deeper perception of Jimmy's character. The local color of the Bow,
ery world is presented, but the larger social environment beyond the
Bowery has not yet been sketched.
But the imprint of the 1893 Maggie is here. First, there are the
characters-Maggie, Jimmy, and Fred. Pete is implied when Jimmy
threatens Maggie with: "An', say, if I catch you doin' the walk to,
night with that dude mash I'll spoil his face, see?" Then there is the
Bowery speech that fascinated Crane: "Rats"; "Have you soaked
[pawned] that watch?"; "I'll fan ye". The big and stuffy tenements,
the babies, the street gang, the nationalities of the Bowery, the mu,
sic (the playing of "The Star Spangled Banner"), the beer drinking,
the policeman, the factory (Maggie's place of employment)-all are
essential ingredients of Crane's developing narrative. Some of the
material in the feature article would be distilled further, revised, or
dropped altogether. And Crane's unconventional style and vision
would be expanded, to include more of the following: "They danced
shadow dances on the grass plats where the hissing electric lights cast
fantastic figures for them".
Two other pieces by Crane in the Herald also reflect the world of
the 1893 Maggie, but they are far more reportorial and less unortho,
dox in style and manner; therefore they remain conjectural pieces.
"In Casey Welch's Hole in the Wall" describes a "dive", one of the
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Crane and friends at the "Pendennis Club", New York City, late 1892 or early 1893.
Crane is seated with a banjo. Seated on his left is Lucius Button.
halls that Pete and Maggie visit in the 1893 novel. Drink, thievery,
"the female decoys of the badger game", and the "young lady fre,
quenters of the place"-these suggest the atmosphere, the tempo and
color of the lower depths of the Bowery that Crane researched for
his forthcoming novel. In a few places, one catches hints of Crane's
ironic and dramatic style: ". . . your true dive keeper realizes that
there must be occasional bursts of virtue on the part of the authori,
ties for theatrical if for no more moral purpose"; "a background of
hilarious vice"; "a human tigress". "Who Has Not Been on 'Hurry
Alley'?" presents images of the dime museum, the Grand Central
Station, and the cab horses, reflecting other environments of the
1893 Maggie.
Schoberlin identifies one more piece in the Herald as Crane's: the
feature article, "Tent Life at Ocean Grove". The very next year,
1892, Crane would write a number of pieces on the summer crowds
at Asbury Park and Ocean Grove for the New York Tribune. It was
his notorious article, "Parades and Entertainments" (21 August 1892),
describing the parade of the Junior Order of United American Me,
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chanics, that ended his newspaper career with the Tribune, as well
as his brother's, Jonathan Townley (though he was presumably re,
hired later).
Although Crane's sharp'edged irony is not there in "Tent Life at
Ocean Grove", his critical attacks are familiar. It surprises that he
was not reprimanded for this article on the Grove, for it is as reckless
as his Junior Order of United American Mechanics parade article.
("Tent Life at Ocean Grove" is reprinted in full beginning on page
73.) On display is his special kind of reporting. He is clever: "At
Ocean Grove all the ordinary conditions of summer resort life are
turned upside down and sociologically man walks on his head". He
shows his keen eye for scene and detail: "To Ocean Grove you go to
bake and be baked, to raise the echoes with fervid hymnal, to be
governed in every affair of life by arbitrary and incomprehensible
laws, to toil ankle deep in burning sands and to top all, being civi,
lized beings and not nomads, to live in tents".
Crane proceeds to point out the hypocrisies at the Grove. He sum,
marizes his attitude toward the regulations of the Ocean Grove Camp
Meeting Association: "To live here, people surrender all their natu,
ral rights and live under an absolute despotism". He is amused by
the public display of puritanical people, their "careless" morals and
manners. He questions the piety of the place, noting the contrast
between modest signs and immodest bathing attire, and the rampant
use of outlawed refreshments-liquor, beer, and tobacco.
But before he moved on to join the staff of the Newark Daily
Advertiser and while he was still assisting his brother Jonathan Town,
ley, young Crane may well have taken on other assignments. Scho,
berlin considers "Rumors Startle Asbury" (New York World, 8 July
1892) another one of Crane's reports. Off and on, Crane had written
about Asbury Park's most famous celebrity, the town's founder and
moral policeman, James A. Bradley. As Crane described life at the
summer resort-its stifling morality, strict ordinances, and endless
rumors-he was becoming more and more committed to social prob,
lems and the plight of the poor in New York City.
Several places in "Rumors Startle Asbury" hint at Crane's style of
reporting. Here are some examples of his "journalistic" sentences:
"He [Bradley] just pulled himself together with a determined grip
upon his beloved beard and his straw hat, and said that if he stood
in imminent danger of going to the poorhouse he might consider the
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offer" [for his beachfront property]; "This was enough to put the
second section of the rumor in a hole large enough for a fat man in
bathing trunks to hide in when pursued by the beach policemen".
And as Crane describes Bradley's obsessive attacks on the "abomi,
nable music", the "wheezy organs and organettes" at the entertain,
ments and amusements of the Park, he is again alert to gross hypoc,
risy: the open gambling taking place, with the sporting men betting
on the horses at Monmouth Park, under the "watchful" eye of the
local Law and Order League.
The next significant body of unknown newspaper writings that
Schoberlin uncovers deals with a period not long after Crane's dis,
charge from the New York Tribune, sometime after September 1892.
As Schoberlin has it, young Crane was advised by Edgar Snyder,
who took over Jonathan Townley's position as news bureau chief for
the Tribune at Asbury Park, to apply for a position with the Newark
Daily Advertiser. Jonathan Townley himself had worked there as a
cub reporter some years before.
Schoberlin identifies six pieces he is "reasonably sure" that Crane
wrote for the Advertiser between 3 October and 2 November 1892.
Here follows a listing of the articles that Schoberlin claims are by
Crane: "Three Depraved Boys" (3 October 1892), "A Shipping Clerk's
Thefts" (3 October 1892), "Dispute Over a 'Yaller Cur' " (5 October
1892), "Edwards Was Landed in the Gutter" (10 October 1892),
"Three Curious Cranks" (15 October 1892), and "They Gave the
Baby Beer" (2 November 1892).
In terms of style, it is difficult to prove that Crane wrote these
pieces. The telltale and sustained signs are not that much in evi,
dence-the irony, the unusual tum of phrase, the wit, the combat'
iveness. Of course, following his disastrous failures as a subjective
reporter for the Tribune, Crane may now have tried to be ruthlessly
objective.
The subject matter of the Advertiser reports, however, do suggest
the kinds of things that would filter into Crane's Maggie and other
of his New York City sketches-the references to thievery, drunk,
enness, the juvenile toughs, the fights, the police court, the weeping
and unfit mother, the abused child, the eccentric characters, and the
slang of the streets ("We didn't git our loads [drinks] on there").
In the end, Crane may have forced himself to be the conventional
reporter for the Advertiser because he needed a job badly. He was too
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prideful to depend on his older brothers for financial support, and
both his parents were dead. Here follows the first of Crane's alleged
orthodox news reports for the Advertiser, "Three Depraved Boys".
Three boys stood in front of Judge Preisel's desk at the
third precinct station this morning. Three women sat in the
front seats and listened eagerly to the proceedings. The boys
were Herman Kaiser, age 14, James O'Keefe, age 16, and
Frank Murray, age 17. The women were their mothers.
"You are charged with being drunk and disorderly on the
comer of Clover and Jackson streets," said the Judge.
"We didn't git our loads on there," said the youngest. "We
got 'em on Market street."
The Judge took a note of the name of the saloon,keeper
who had sold liquor to the minors. The mothers looked
shocked. After a pause Judge Preisel fined them each $2.50.
The boys looked happy, and the mothers began to hunt for
their pocket'books, but affairs took an unexpected tum. A
neighbor of the boys, Mr. Robinson, came in and informed
the Court that a lead pipe several feet in length on his prem,
ises had been sawed off and carried away.
After some little parley the boys confessed that they had
taken the pipe, sold it to a junk dealer, and that the pro,
ceeds had formed the basis of their spree. Judge Preisel an,
nounced that as the crime was changed from drunkenness to
larceny, they would have to furnish bail in the sum of $200
for appearance at the upper courts. The boys walked deject,
edly back to their cells, and the mothers wept and went to
tell their husbands.
In "A Shipping Clerk's Thefts" and "Dispute Over a 'Yaller Cur' ",
Crane's eye for dramatic openings is revealed. A hint of his stylistic
manner is found in "Edwards Was Landed in the Gutter", when he
mentions Edwards "spreading a sulphurous glow about the atmo,
sphere. . . ." In "Three Curious Cranks", the eccentric Mary
McCracken reminds one of Mary Johnson (the mother in Maggie),
for she "takes such long and deep potations that her mind is unset,
tled, and she often falls in prolonged fits of innocuous desuetude".
In "They Gave the Baby Beer", Crane's wit and his crusade against
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alcoholism (involving children especially) are suggested when he re,
ports: "In order to becalm his informant and get the rest of the story,
the reporter was forced to admit that if he had a wife, a baby and a
keg of beer he would endeavor not to get the baby and the beer
mixed".
On the occasion of Stephen Crane's death, an anonymous obitu,
ary writer in the Advertiser (5 June 1900) noted that Crane had once
worked for the paper, and referred to his problems as a journalist:
"He had a faculty for writing descriptive sketches, but lacked the
peculiar qualities necessary for a reporter.... He ... was better
suited to do imaginative work than the somewhat dryer general work
of historian of a day. . . ."
The obituary writer failed to point out-nor have Crane's critics,
including Schoberlin-that young Crane was "fired" in other ways
by his experience with the Advertiser. For his editor at the time was
Noah Brooks (he served as editor from 1884 until August 1893), a
distinguished journalist and author. Formerly, Brooks had assisted
Bret Harte on the Overland Monthly and was later employed by the
New York Tribune and the New York Times. During the Civil War,
he was a war correspondent for the Sacramento Daily Union and vis,
ited military hospitals and the battlefronts. He developed a personal
friendship with Abraham Lincoln. He was also a successful writer of
children's stories. Therefore, Brooks could have played some part in
directing Crane's future. For, eventually, Crane wrote stories of the
American West (like Harte), he developed a flair for stories about
children, and, most important, he wrote of the Civil War, making
his international fame with The Red Badge of Courage.
The last body of newspaper reports that Schoberlin identifies as
"probably" Crane's he locates in the New York Press, where young
Crane was a special reporter for a time and had published sketches
like "An Experiment in Misery" (22 April 1894), "An Experiment
in Luxury" (29 April 1894), "Mr. Binks' Day Off" (8 July 1894),
"Coney Island's Failing Days" (14 October 1894), and others.
Schoberlin attributes these following lost pieces to Crane: "Beggars
and Crooks Herd Together" (6 May 1894), "Philosophic Tramps"
(27 May 1894), "Coney's Gay Refugees" (24 June 1894), and "Sham,
Sham, Sham Killed Sadie Bell" (14 October 1894).
It is difficult to accept these lost pieces as Crane's because they are
too reportorial, too close, too detailed. His other writings for the
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Press, like "An Experiment in Misery", are clearly in Crane's highly
individualized style. Yet these new pieces certainly reflect the kind
of subject matter that would interest Crane. He reveled in "experi,
ments", to experience new things firsthand. In "Beggars and Crooks
Herd Together", a newspaper reporter penetrates a school for thieves
in the Bowery and gains experience about the life of beggars, bur,
glars, and pickpockets. He does everything but participate in a bur,
glary. "Philosophic Tramps" reveals the kind of sensitivity and com,
passion that Crane had for tramps and outcasts; the report describes
the mental agility of the tramps, who have a taste for philosophy,
criticism, poetry, and fiction. "Coney's Gay Refugees" returns to the
concert hall atmosphere of Maggie. All of these lost pieces, however,
are too literal; the creative and swaggering style of the young Crane
are missing.
Although Stephen Crane had many reservations about journalism
(see his sardonic poem in War Is Kind, "A newspaper is a collection
of half, injustices") , he never disassociated himself from it. Much re,
mains unknown about the various phases of his newspaper career.
For example, Schoberlin alludes very briefly to another lost Crane
news report--eoncerning a race riot at Asbury Park-which his brother
Jonathan Townley refused to publish.
Stephen Crane's limited successes and extended failures as a con,
ventional reporter had some positive effects on his literary develop,
ment. He did develop friendships, which opened up opportunities.
His editor at the New York Press, Edward Marshall, recommended
him to Irving Bacheller, whose syndicate published an abbreviated
version of The Red Badge in the newspapers, bringing to Crane in,
stant national attention. Crane's journalistic reports, like "Nebras,
ka's Bitter Fight for Life" (24 February 1895) and "A Freight Car
Incident" (12 April 1896), were necessary literary rehearsals for the
sweep and grandeur of his great short story, "The Blue Hotel". Sen,
sation,seeking newspapers made Crane appreciate the virtues of un,
derstatement and control more, leading to his major artistic creation,
"The Open Boat".
To some of the literary historians, Stephen Crane is basically the
literary journalist and not the creative artist. In this, his fortunes can
be compared to Ernest Hemingway, who, on more than one occa,
sion, tried to prove that he was far more than a practising journalist.
In Men At War, he said: "A writer's job is to tell the truth. His
standard of fidelity to the truth should be so high that his invention,
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out of his experience, should produce a truer account than anything
factual can be. For facts can be observed badly; but when a good
writer is creating something, he has time and scope to make it of an
absolute truth."
Stephen Crane's goals were similar to Hemingway's. He told Edgar
Snyder, in a lengthy quote that Schoberlin reprints, "It is no simple
task. . . for the writer to get close to life", adding". . . but then
comes the harder one of putting life equally close to the reader, of
writing what you know so clearly that the reader will see it exactly
as you do, instead of seeing. it through a glass or through a haze. I
look upon my work as a constant effort to clear away the haze which
separates from life the reader of a book written without strict atten,
tion to truth. . . . I feel that I succeed just in proportion as I clear
away the mist."
Stephen Crane's newspaper training was important to his literary
development and to his evolving ideas about life and art. The news,
paper world provided him with the opportunity to observe and to
experiment, to seek out the higher truths of fiction, beyond the bare
facts of journalism. l
I
ASBURY'S NEW MOYE.2
"I think you had better move."
It was Superintendent Snedeker's mild but firm voice, and a beach en,
tertainment was rudely broken up with a cloud of blushes and abashed
looks.
Nearly everybody on the beach near the bathing ground had been
amused during the half hour preceding the superintendent's unwelcome
1. lowe a deep debt of gratitude to many people who were very helpful during the
preparation of this manuscript. First, a large thanks to my wife Betty, who tran-
scribed the Schoberlin materials relevant to my research with great diligence and
skill, and to my son Edward for his expert typing and editing. Special thanks to
Mrs. Vicki Burnett, Head of the Interlibrary Loan Department at the University of
Rhode Island, for collecting all those scarce microfilms. Also, my deep appreciation
goes to the staff of the George Arents Research Library at Syracuse University,
especially Edward Lyon, and to Mark F. Weimer, Rare Book Librarian, and Mrs.
Gwen G. Robinson, editor of the Courier, for inviting me to review the Schoberlin
materials. Finally, lowe again much to Vice-President William R. Ferrante of the
University of Rhode Island for continuing financial support so that I could carry on
my research of the Schoberlin materials.
2. "Asbury's New Move", Philcu1elphia Press, 12 July 1887, p. 7.
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appearance by a pair of those tender seaside doves who have been so nu,
merous at Asbury Park. They were partly protected from the sun's rays by
a very loud,striped parasol, but shielded from the gaze of the beach throng
by nothing. There they sat, or rather reclined, upon the half,dry sand,
and the whole world was but a myth to them. She gazed fondly down
upon him. One of her hands lay by her side and he, a young creature with
very fluffy side beards and nice hair that fell from beneath a little straw
hat with a white band, covered it with sand and then tenderly brushed it
off. They were very close together and no doubt thoroughly understood
each other, for at each repetition of the covering and brushing process she
would smile right merrily and look into his eyes, while he gazed up unut,
terable things to the face half hidden by a big white straw hat full of huge
lilac ostrich tips.
The Superintendent's voice was a rude awakening. "Take my advice,"
he said, "and let these scenes be left for your home."
If you have ever been here you'll recognize that scene. It has been com,
mon for a good while at Asbury Park, and the beach has come to be quite
famous as a big free entertainment ground, where great numbers may be
amused any afternoon about sundown. Superintendent Snedeker has deter,
mined to break it up.
Really, though, the breaking up of these demonstrations of the nilly,
noddles in loud costumes will be a wonderful relief. The Superintendent
declares that he will do it. The young people say he is hardhearted, but he
will go ahead with his project all the same and receive the plaudits of sen,
sible folks everywhere.
II
WHERE "DE GANG" HEARS THE BAND PLAy.3
Hard featured is the "tough youth." Hard mannered is the tough girl.
She abounds on the east side. Down around Tompkins square she and her
striped jersey are particularly prevalent. There are musicales in Tompkins
square these hot summer nights-band concerts they are called-and great
is the rejoicing thereabouts each season at the advent of the band.
This particular tough girl's name was Maggie. Her intimates call her
"Mag." And Mag goes.
After supper last Wednesday in the apartments of her parents in a Stan,
ton street tenement house Mag announced to her brother:-
"Say, Jimmy, I'm going to the band play to,night an' I want de watch."
3. "Where 'De Gang' Hears the Band Play", New York Herald, 5 July 1891, p. 21.
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"Oh, you do, do you! Well, now, I'm just goin' out meself to,night an'
I need de ticker mor'n I need a dollar. So you don't get it, see?"
"Don't be fresh, Jimmy, you know it's me own watch, an' you said
you'd give it me back last week. Give it me now or you don't get it again."
"Again! Rats! I don't need to get it again. I got it now."
A cloud of suspicion settled in the narrow strip between Mag's bang and
her eyebrows.
"Say, Jim, give it to me straight. Have you soaked that watch? If you
have, I'll tell dad."
"Soakin' nothin'. You'r always thinking people are soakin' things. If the
band loses the air to,night you'll think they've hocked it. An', say, if I
catch you doin' the walk to,night with that dude mash I'll spoil his face,
see? You'r getting too lifted, anyway, since ye got in de factory."
Mag resorted to the feminine reply of slamming the door, and ten min,
utes later was lounging down the street with both hands stuck in the
pockets of her black jacket, a flat brimmed glazed hat on the back of her
head and some pliable substance in her mouth which she assiduously
chewed upon. "Mag" was out for a good time, not a bad time in the sense
of viciousness, mind you, but simply to lounge around that dreary, house
hemmed, overcrowded, electric lighted square and to listen to the brassy
melodies of the band.
Hundreds of other girls were there in the same way, and yet Local Pro,
priety did not think of holding up its hands, scarcely of washing them.
It was Leiboldt's band that furnished the attraction for the streams of
infantile, young and middle aged humanity that poured into the square
from the big tenements roundabout, meandered aimlessly along the paths
and overflowed the benches. Babies with thin faces, that had breathed the
air of stuffy little kitchens all their lives, were there to get a mouthful of
what passed current for ozone.
The music was like a tonic to them. They danced shadow dances on
the grass plats where the hissing electric lights cast fantastic figures for
them.
"Them kids are havin' all the fun," observed Mag to her "ladifriend,"
who had met her.
"Did you hear the heat laid out Bella's baby 'safternoon? Umha, so Ed
told me. Hard on Bella, ain't it? That's four she's lost, you know. She's
takin' on awful, Ed says."
"Didn't she have no doctor?"
"Ayap, young fellow from de hospital. Didn't do nogood. Let's go
round the square and touch some of the gang for soda. I'm broke; you got
any coin?"
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"Nope, only a half, an' I'm a savin' up hard now."
"What you goin' to get?"
"One of them yachting waists, with a white cap. I think they real neat
an' stylish lookin', don't you?"
"Do fur your figger all right. I'm goin' to have one of those long coat
basques, with lace around the bottom of the skirt, made 0' that blue sa,
teen I got. Going to get it made next week so I can have it for the excur,
sion. Goin', ain't you?"
"Was, but Jimmy ain't in de 'sociation now; says they ain't nathin' but
speelers in it, and when I told him I was goin' swore he'd hock me shoes
and give me away to the old man about Fred. Nice way to treat a sister,
ain't it, after me puttin' up me wages fur him to rush the growler with
ever since he lost his job. Jimmy's getting awful tough and sometimes I
feel real mortified about him. He don't seem to care nathin' about society
nowadays. He's left off keepin' company with May too."
"What's he going to do anyway? Goin' back to his trade in the fall
when they open up?"
"I dunno. He talks a good deal about primaries and such things. Guess
he'll be a politician, if he don't get some steady work this summer."
It is eight o'clock and the music has begun. They are playing "The Star
Spangled Banner," and that melodious expression of a nation's pride floats
out over a queer and cosmopolitan audience. Hun and Hebrew, German
and Gentile, Gaul and Celt, they all applaud it, though it is safe to say
that at least one half the listeners don't know what the air is.
It is music, however, and music of any kind is balm to the workwom
souls of the teeming east side. Old men are there puffing stubby pipes and
listening attentively.
Two grizzled sons of Erin, whose raiment bore plenteous marks of
mother earth and mortar, were sitting solemnly together and discussing
the quality of the music.
"To me moind this band do play the classical tunes pretty well, Tim,"
said one, "but O'im thinking ye'll agree wid me that fur rale music the
Sixty,ninth regiment band do beat out anything there be in this country."
"These min do play smooth, but they don't hav' the shnap to um. Oi'll
say they do play smooth."
"Your right; they do play smooth."
"Yis, they do."
"They do."
"Yis."
"O'i do say they play smooth."
"So they may, but O'i know -."
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And the argument then grew heated.
Dark browed Italians slouched about in little groups chattering like mag'
pies and then relapsing into sullen silence. Great admirers are they of
Leader Leiboldt and his players. So, too, are the Italian women. Now and
then you see one made picturesque by a gay colored native headdress or a
bright hued gown. Queer colors there are in some of those costumes,
shades that if introduced into a Broadway window would immediately be
fashionable from very novelty.
But outnumbering all the rest are the Germans, the blue eyed, good na,
tured Germans, who stand around and hum the airs to themselves.
And mingling with them all, giving a spice to every nationality, is the
"tough girl" and her "tough brother."
They are of no nation.
They are just "eastsiders."
"Jimmy" gets there with the proceeds of his sister's pawned watch, and
generously buys beer for "the gang." Everybody buys beer for that matter,
it seems, not by the glassful; the financial resources of the east side could
not stand such a pressure; but by the pailful. "Growler" is the only word
known for it.
No matter what the size of the receptacle may be seven cents is the
price. The hot nights have come and how the "growlers" are rushed!
The bearers hurry away in a stream, either to a convenient truck, there
to lie down, gulp the beer and listen to the music, or to the roof of some
neighboring tenement, where a little air comes stirring from the river,
laden with suggestions of Hunter's Point. Highly flavored, but enjoyable
nevertheless.
"Say, Jimmy, what was ye sayin' to me girl last?"
"Gh, I was just a stringin' her about you; just guff. She said you hadn't
asked her to de picnic, and I told her ye had an important engagement
with a cop and couldn't get away to see her."
"Ye just cut yer string; ye hear, young feller. I'll take care of me girl
meself. See?"
"All right, but, just the same, you don't go to de picnic 'less ye giv' me
de case fur de ticket first, see? I got stuck one already."
"Who did you?"
"Billy. "
"What's he doin' now, anyway?"
"Nothin'. He's married."
"Come, now, you fellows, move on there. Move on, I tell you, or I'll
fan ye." This from a policeman.
And they moved.
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Only to stop on the next comer, join raspy voices with the band while
it played "Annie Rooney" and loudly demand an encore.
The music programme, however, was a good one.
III
TENT LIFE AT OCEAN GROVE. 4
If that ye be philosophical and it is meat and drink to you to see the
strange things people do, come with me to Ocean Grove and have a feast.
At Ocean Grove all the ordinary conditions of summer resort life are
turned upside down and sociologically man walks on his head. Elsewhere
you go to the seaside for coolness, for comfort, for recreation and relaxa,
tion. To Ocean Grove you go to bake and be baked, to raise the echoes
with fervid hymnal, to be governed in every affair of life by arbitrary and
incomprehensible laws, to toil ankle deep in burning sands and to top all,
being civilized beings and not nomads, to live in tents.
That is, you go there, as near as the uninitiated stranger can make out,
to be elaborately, intricately and compositely uncomfortable.
Twenty,five or thirty thousand people do this every year and I believe
most of them could just as well go where discomfort is not reduced to a
science.
Ho, philosopher! come read me this riddle.
How is it that these people not only fret not at these things but like
them and come again for them year after year?
Here is the big, populous town of cottages and tents without any espe,
cial attractions in the way of natural beauty, some of the cottages fairly
pretty and inhabitable, and the tents things that should be the last resort
of distressed humanity.
To live here people surrender all their natural rights and live under an
absolute despotism.
Law regulates their goings out and comings in, law fixes what they shall
buy and when they buy it, law determines when they may travel and
when they may not.
Law, which is to say the regulations of the Ocean Grove Camp Meeting
Association, holds every resident in an iron grasp.
And then, how about those tents? Ah! here is where the melancholy
Jacques will flout, indeed. Come, let us consider those tents.
I suppose six thousand or seven thousand people in Ocean Grove live in
tents.
4. "Tent Life at Ocean Grove", New York Herald, 19 July 1891, p. 23.
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After this fashion.
The Ocean Grove Camp Meeting Association, which owns everything
and everybody in Ocean Grove, builds along one of the sandy roads called
avenues a row of rude shanties, eight by ten feet, roughly clapboarded and
roofed and open in front.
Before this they put down a board platform, about 12 by 14 feet, and
raised a foot from the ground.
Then they rent you this luxurious outfit with a wall tent.
The sides of the tent just fit the raised platform. Poles driven into the
ground outside hold the tent up. From these poles you stretch a broad
sheet of canvas over the tent as an extra roof. That keeps the sun from
beating clean through upon you on a hot day and serves to shut out a part
of the moisture when it rains. In front of your palace you now rig out a
striped awning as a porch and inside you put up sheets of canvas for parti,
tions and the thing is done.
There is a hole two feet square on each side for a window, and a roll of
canvas, operated by an ingenious contrivance of strings, is window sash,
blind and shutter combined. For a front door you pull the flats of the tent
together and tie them with a shoe string or a bit of twine. If you are reck,
less and do not care for expense you can have another roll of canvas to let
down for a door, and if you are a bloated aristocrat determined to shine
above your neighbors at whatever cost, you get a tent with a blue and
white fringe around the comers and belong to Ocean Grove's Four
Hundred.
Only these things cost from $1.50 to $3 a month more.
You dignify the shanty behind by the name of kitchen because every'
body else does and generally you eat as well as cook in it. The tent is bed
chamber, sitting room and parlor. The platform becomes the floor of the
whole.
There are hundreds of such structures in Ocean Grove as much alike as
two oysters.
Living in them possesses the interest of novelty certainly-to all except
cowboys and red Indians.
I think, too, there are some features about it that are not likely to pass
out of your notice, even after the novelty has worn off.
Canvas, considered in the light of building material, is not calculated to
arouse the enthusiastic admiration of him who has practised the times of
waking and sleeping customary in a Christian land.
It is too thin.
Along about four A.M. on these bright summer days the blessed mom,
ing light begins to pour in a flood through the walls and ceiling of your
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chamber. Then wakes the busy fly, ever present in large and tuneful num,
bers, and begins to operate upon your slumbering person.
After that, farewell, balmy sleep.
You have now two courses of action before you. You may either pull the
sheet over your head and lie awake and suffocating till a civilized hour of
arising, or you may get up and view the beauties of nature and Ocean
Grove by the rising sun's young beams. Take the advice of one made wise
by experience and get up.
I have tried both.
True enough, in either case you will feel sleepy and miserable all the
rest of the day, but as you cannot sleep until darkness puts the merry fly to
rest you will likely practice that early to bed going so highly recommended
by physicians.
If you should conclude to lie in bed and be miserable, however, you will
before breakfast is ready be regaled with the doings of all your neighbors
within a stone's throw.
The tents being about as close together as they can be and like gauze
for stopping sound the morning conversation of the inmates of one is per,
fectly audible in the next three or four. Consequently you are likely to
know all that the people in your vicinity did yesterday and all that they
intend to do to,day, mixed with a great deal of information of a purely
personal nature.
I wish I could reproduce the clishmaclaver I heard the morning I stayed
abed and fought flies, but type won't show inflections.
First arose two voices in the next tent-voices of women and young at
that. After awhile I judged they were putting on bathing dresses to take
a morning dip in the surf. Presently a loud demand for a needle and
thread.
Second voice-What, for goodness' sake, do you want of a needle and
thread?
First voice-To sew on my stockings with.
(Derisive howl.) Then second voice-What do you want to sew your
stockings on for?
First Voice-I don't care. My stocking came down when I was bathing
yesterday, and right before all those people, and I never was so ashamed
in my life.
Second Voice (after a pause and some indignant snorts)-Well, for the
land's sake, Mamie! and you walk half a mile through the streets every day
dressed like a circus woman and never mind it.
Mamie (indignantly)-I don't either. (Then illogically) Besides, that's
different.
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I knew now all about them. They were girls from the interior of Jersey,
fresher than the winds of March. "Land's sake" settled that.
Fragments of a domestic battle on the other side came mixed with this
idyll of the bathing suit. There was a man's voice and a woman's voice
pitched in angry parle.
"Say, Jen," roared the big bassoon, "where have you hid my clean un,
dershirt? Why don't you put things where a man can find them?"
A voice that was mingled with the clatter of kitchen dishes said
thinly:-
"It's in the canvas keester, you big goose. Don't you want me to come
and put it on for you?"
Sounds of grunting followed and the tearing of cloth and then some
expressions that would have tom the souls of the Camp Meeting Associa,
tion people if they could have heard. Finally the bassoon broke out
again:-
"There ain't a button left on the whole dod gasted shirt. Where in the
Halifax is that girl? Oh, suffering Moses, if I had only packed that trunk
myself! If I ever go away again with a trunk that a woman has packed I
hope I may die. And I ain't got a pair of socks to my name!"
There was the sound of a sniffle or two, and then the thin voice said-
"Give me the shirt and I'll fix it for you; but what's the use 0' bein' so
rabid?" And then the sounds of conflict slowly died away.
No need to speculate much about these people. They are from some,
where out West-Indiana likely. "Keester," I think is a Hoosier word.
People are getting up in the other tents now. Across the narrow way
where I have seen that sour faced woman with the tenpenny nail voice
somebody is saying:-
"Ten cents a pound for bluefish! That is too much."
"Did you ever see such a lot of softies as there were down at the board
walk last night," breaks in another female voice. "Two of them followed
us all the way home and didn't dare to say a word."
"Ma, where's my shoes?" shrieks a childish treble.
"John! Johnny! Come now, an' wake up an' get that wood in for me or
I'll tell your father."
"We had a lovely time last night. Charlie, that one with the blond
mustache, took us clear to Asbury Park, and we had three plates of ice
cream apiece."
And so on for two hours or more.
I could tell what most of the families about were going to have for
breakfast by dickerings that were going on with hucksters, as well as by
the variegated odors that arose from a dozen kitchens.
Principally fish.
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The children kept up a cheerful clatter, and that was the best part of
the music. Eager demands for certain articles of their attire was the burden
of their song for though the room in the tents is so scant I judged stock~
ings and petticoats must get lost in them mighty easily. "Ma, where's my
shoes?" Well, I'd rather hear that than the long discussions about toilets
that arose from other quarters.
They say the confirmed tent dwellers don't mind these things. I should
think it very likely. Tent dwelling ought to have a tendency to blunt the
sensibilities for a fact.
It is living in the public gaze with a vengeance.
At night, for instance.
Strangely enough the Camp Meeting Association, which is so prodigal
of rules, has not yet made a rule that all persons who live in tents shall go
to bed in the dark. I cannot understand the oversight, but I have viewed
the results. They are striking-at times overwhelming.
In my homeward walks at night I have seen shadow pictures of most of
the families in my neighborhood in the act of going to bed. They stand
out in front of a lamp and make themselves like Adam in his innocence
with an indifference to the public that beats anything I ever heard of. The
female form divine can be observed in silhouette every night at Ocean
Grove, and in every style and degree of drapery. Old sinners do not miss
the comic opera chorus as much as you might think-so they say. They
can sit out on the awning porches of their tents and view the prospect
'round, and that beats any ballet in creation.
I don't know how that is, but I know that every movement of a person
inside one of those tents is clearly pictured to an outsider, for I have seen
that myself.
In one tent I passed last night a mother was hearing her little child say
its prayers. They sat on the bed, the little one kneeling in its night slip,
with its hands up in front of it and its head down, and the outlines of the
two figures were as plainly stamped on the canvas as if painted there in
black and white.
I stopped and looked at that sweet and singular picture, and while I
looked a man came and hung his vest on the side of the tent wall. The
shadow was so clear I could see he was in shirt and trousers and had taken
one suspender off. A watch chain hung from the vest pocket and dangled
there in full sight. I suppose it hung like that all night.
You would think, then, that Ocean Grove would be the paradise of
thieves.
All they would have to do is to watch the shadow pictures and see what
a family did with its things. Then when the lights were out cut a hole in
the canvas and get what they wanted.
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Pretty easy burglary where the only tool required is a sharp knife. What
would hinder a clever thief from cutting into a dozen tents in one night
and carrying off a dozen vests and watches hung against the canvas wall?
Yet, strange to say, there are no thieves and no burglaries. People sleep
in their frail houses in absolute security. With a piece of canvas for a front
door they are safer than they are in a city with double locked iron and
brass. So I am solemnly assured. Yet I don't know why. I have seen two
policemen since I came here. One was a withered old gentleman with a
lath for a club who threatened to have me fined $10 for bringing a camera
upon the beach, and the other was a merry person who was guying the
boys and girls around the Post Office. The streets are not patrolled and
except on Sunday Ocean Grove is open to the world. I don't understand
it.
Some people say that tent dwelling is injurious to morals and manners
alike. Living like a lot of people in the same room begets, they say, a
contempt for the conventionalities of life that they are pleased to regard as
moral safeguards. It is a sort of moral toboggan slide, like De Quincey's
downward path of crime. You begin with disrobing before the public gaze,
and pretty soon you are ready to eat pie with your knife, and some day
you will wipe your face with your napkin.
To the tent, therefore, in the pride of their philosophical strength,
these people ascribe whatever of scandals and loose morals there may be at
Ocean Grove, and defy you to disprove it.
There may be something in that. Thus:-
Ocean Grove is the only resort where people live in tents; Ocean Grove
is the only resort where you can get on intimate terms with respectable
young women without the formality of an introduction. Therefore tents
and a lax social condition go together.
At which nobody who has tried tent life will wonder.
Then some folks say that tent dwelling is destructive to the finer sense
of delicacy in manners. It is like a perpetual picnic. You get so you don't
care whether the dishes are clean or whether the sociable ladybugs and
black ants attend you at your meals, or whether you wear a coat or
whether your back hair is done up or trails a flag of distress in the breeze.
Possibly. But I know this-that when all the indictments against the
tents are in one thing must be said in their favor. They offer-some of
them-the most wonderful illustrations of the ingenuity and artistic sense
of the female mind I have ever seen.
In the first place, it is past belief how pretty some of the tents have
been made, and all at a trifling cost, I should say. Some of these deft fin,
gered women who know how to do these things take some scarfs, some
panels, a screen or two, a lace curtain, a lamp and a few Chinese lan,
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terns, and, lo! they have made the bare canvas walls aglow with pretty
tints. I have in mind now a tent where the outside is a blooming flower
garden and the awning porch gay with hanging things-flower pots I think
they are. The entrance is draped with lace, and inside you get a glimpse of
decorative work as clever in its way as anything you will see in the aver,
age well,to,do citizen's home.
How do they do it?
Then there is another marvel. How do the women manage to get so
much room in their tents? They will partition and cross,partition a space
that, to begin with, isn't big enough to swing a cat in, and yet each divi,
sion will somehow look about as big as the whole tent looked when they
began. They will have a nice little room in front for a parlor and put the
cottage organ in it-I must tell you here that no tent in Ocean Grove is
complete without a cottage organ-then they will rig off a room back of
that where they keep the sewing machine, and that is clearly the sitting
room. Behind that they will have bedrooms for themselves, their children
and their guests from town. To crown all, the sly foxes, they will so ar,
range the draperies and entrances in the apartments that when you look in
you think you are looking down a vista of a hundred feet or so, and, be,
hold! when you size it by the outside it is only a couple of paces.
At one tent I know of they have carried this sort of witchery so far that
they are able to take boarders. I expect to hear of their turning one of the
things into a hotel some of these days.
But to come back to tent life.
Most of the tents are clustered close around the auditorium, where the
inmates can sit at home if they like and join in the services that go on
daily under the big roof. I suppose that is so they shall lose no droppings
from the sanctuary. The women can be doing their housework and still
hear the precious words uttered by the stentorian voice of Dr. Stack. They
can join in the hymns, too. It is rather a curious thing to stroll around the
auditorium when there is singing going on and hear the chorus that is
raised in the tents. Lest there should be any interruption to these pious
delights vehicles of all kinds are excluded from the streets where the tents
are. That's a fact. Hucksters and grocers have to deliver their goods in
push carts in that part of the town, and woe to the unlucky wight who
drives a wagon in there. I think he would be tom limb from limb.
And that reminds me I spoke a little while ago of the old sinner. Well,
there is precious few of the old sinner in these parts.
No, indeed. On the contrary Ocean Grove is redolent with the very
odor of sanctity. I say this not flippantly-a week in Ocean Grove is not
conducive to flippancy-but as a fact. Piety, sincere no doubt, but rather
oppressive, holds the whole place.
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All day the air resounds with the wheezy organ, that doleful instrument
of praise, giving forth Sunday school melodies and revival tunes. Early in
the morning the concert begins; late at night I hear the farewell strains of
"I Need Thee Every Hour."
You must bear in mind that Ocean Grove is the greatest camp meeting
in the world. Holding religious meetings is the regular business of the
place; people come here come [sic] for just that purpose. Of course they
have that privilege free from carping criticism. Only it does seem odd to
the worldly observer to work at the humdrum of trade and household du,
ties nine months in the year and put in the other three in this kind of
relaxation.
However, here, methinks, philosophy is getting beyond its depths.
Stand by to go about, as John Silver says.
The typical folks of Ocean Grove are solemn faced-there's no denying
that; but they have their amusements. When the cottage organ is given a
much needed rest they go down to the beach, and either go in bathing
themselves, if they are young, or stand on the shore and watch the others.
Some odd things about bathing as she is bathed in Ocean Grove.
There are no bath houses. The people put on their bathing clothes in
their tents and walk down to the water. The laws of health and custom
elsewhere being defied, afternoon is the fashionable time for bathing. So
along about two o'clock you will see the procession headed for the beach.
It is not an entrancing sight. A succession of forms closely wrapped in
ragged old cloaks and worn,out gossamers, with here and there a girl who
defies observation and walks through the streets with an ample display of
black hosiery. When they get to the beach those who are robed dump
their drapery on the sands and plunge in. There is a sign down there
which reads thus:-
MODESTY IN APPAREL
Is as Becoming to a Lady in a
BATHING SUIT
As it is when she is dressed in
SILKS AND SATINS.
"A word to the wise is sufficient."
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After reading that it gives you a shock to notice that there is rather a
freer exhibition of limbs at the Ocean Grove beach than at any other
place along the Jersey coast.
Most of the people here come from the interior, and clearly sea bathing
is a novel experience for them. A Methodist minister from the wilds of
Iowa taking his first dip in the surf is a strange, weird and impressive spec,
tacle.
You can recognize him always by his extreme embarrassment and his ob,
vious efforts to appear at ease. He comes down to the beach with an old
overcoat buttoned tightly around him and a big straw hat to keep the sun
off his face. He gets as close to the water as he can, and stands there
screwing up his courage. When he gets it to the now or never stage he
suddenly flings off his overcoat and stands revealed in the glories of a
brand new bathing suit. You can tell at a glance it was made by his wife
from a design in a pattern book, it is so large, so flapping and so new. He
stands there and looks doubtingly at the tumbling waves. His thoughts are
like an open book. He's afraid to go into the water, and yet he knows he
must. He's aware that he looks a tremendous guy, and still he doesn't dare
either to plunge in like the rest or turn tail and run away. He is thinking
now what his congregation would say if they could see him in that
outlandish rig. He thinks he will wade out and hide himself, and he
thinks he won't. Meantime he fingers his side whiskers foolishly and ap'
pears to be studiously examining the coast steamer going by, a false and
hollow pretence that deceives nobody.
At last he thinks he really must do something, and he advances his thin
legs, holding tenaciously to the life ropes meantime till he gets one foot
where a wave washes over it. The water is cold and he gives a little gasp
and wishes he were home. Then he stands miserably while the Philistines
on the pier make jests about him, and he knows it, until by and by there
comes a bigger roller. A lot of shrieking, happy children are tumbled in
on it, and fetching up against the dominie in a heap bowl him over.
Down he flounders into the swirling brine, and at last he is wet from top
to toe.
The Philistines cheer, and the dominie, thus encouraged, ventures out
to his knees and takes his first sea bath.
Then he goes home about ten minutes later dripping, miserable and
guyed, his teeth chattering, his improvised bath robe clinging about his
long legs, and his wet feet making the tracks of tertiary birds along the
sidewalk. I don't think he is happy.
Bathing at Ocean Grove is rather demure sport. The Methodist maidens
stand in a line holding to the life rope and waiting for the wave. When it
comes they send up in chorus a modest giggle. A wilder hilarity would, I
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suppose, be frowned upon by the Camp Meeting Association. Anyway
there is none of the romping, joyous merrymaking you see in the surf else,
where. Digging in the sand between dips is allowable, however. So is sit,
ting on the beach and making eyes at strangers.
At least it is practised.
There is little of the stiff conventionalities. If you see a pretty Method,
ist girl making a sand castle with a wooden spade and she looks at you out
of the comer of her demure eye you needn't fear to go up and speak to her
without any formality. She rather expects it. If you will keep at a respect'
ful distance and talk at first about the meetings and discuss reverently the
speakers she will let you walk home with her when the strange procession
of dripping naiads starts up the street.
Then I suppose she will tell her watchful "ma"-there are few mothers
or mammas here, "rna" is the accepted word-that you are a visiting theo,
logical student from Oshkosh, and if you have made a good impression she
will be looking for you down at the board walk to,night. According to
common report it is not necessary to sustain any interest in the meetings
and the speakers after the first few minutes of getting acquainted on the
beach. Girls are girls, even at Ocean Grove. I suppose the opening con,
versation about the meetings is a sop to their consciences. After which
they plunge in and flirt desperately.
The bathing suit at Ocean Grove is always a deep, dark, serious blue,
without ornamentation of any kind. I suppose if a woman were to come
out on the beach here in one of the gorgeous costumes we see at Manhat,
tan Beach and West End there would be a riot. The lynx eyed policeman
who watches for cameras would have her in the lockup in a jiffy. Still, by
my fay, I have yet to see at any of the other resorts a gorgeous suit that
exhibits more than some of the sober ones. "Modesty of apparel," & c.
What make you of that, philosopher?
Still, whatever display there is at Ocean Grove is to a great extent un,
conscious, and that is a great thing.
Hours at which you may and may not bathe at Ocean Grove are regu,
lated by two flags flying at the beach. When the flags are up you are all
right; when the flags come down out you must go, willy nilly. The opera,
tion of the flags is left to the caprices of two stalwart youths, who sit on
the edge of a lifeboat all day, as a concession to the unconquerable fears
of people from the interior, who think that the sea is coming to devour
them every time it rolls a breaker in.
The young men pull the flags down when they get tired of sitting in the
boat and want to go home. Then the Methodist naiads come sedately out
of the surf, wring out their soaked back hair, pick up their ancient cloaks
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and disabled gossamers and waddle home dripping. Some of them live so
far off that they are dry when they get there.
Bathing is not all the amusement you are allowed in Ocean Grove; oh
dear no.
After you have bathed you can put on your Sunday clothes and go
down to the Post Office.
Now there is more fun in that than appears in the name of it, for all
the young people in town will be there, each in his or her best attire,
looking bright and spick span and ready for a quiet lark. The girls go
down to get the family mails and the boys go down to walk home with the
girls. The girls go into the office while the boys wait outside and there is a
great pairing off when the pretty letter carriers come out. There is life and
color and bustle about Ocean Grove then. The women look at their best
instead of at their worst, and I withdraw any ungracious remarks I was
tempted to make about their appearance at the shore.
Youth and spirits cannot .be kept down, all the rules of all the camp
meeting associations in the world to the contrary notwithstanding. There
is more of mirth and flirtation and lovemaking in the hour or so of going
to the Post Office than the elders dream of, I warrant. Then Ocean Grove
begins to seem like other places.
Most of the people who come here have families, and they choose
Ocean Grove and stick to it because they think the religious influences of
the place and the strict regulations will save their children from the temp'
tations of the average resort. They have no clear idea of what these temp'
tations are, but they are convinced that they are something terrible.
Hence the Grove, where there are no balls, no dancing, no theatres and
few transient guests, has particular attractions for anxious parents.
I hope their expectations are realized, but I have my doubts.
Acquaintances are too easily made and there is too much flirtation and
moonlight strolling going on to make me believe that everything is as it
should be.
The ease with which you may get on terms of acquaintance with people
rather takes your breath away. The first evening I was here I strolled out
with a friend who is spending the summer down here. As we walked down
the street we passed a perfectly charming girl in a beach wagon-a round
faced, black haired, olive complexioned girl, for a wonder dressed in ex,
quisite taste. We looked at her admiringly I suppose-no one could help
it-and she bowed and smiled and threw up the tips of her fingers. Off
came our hats.
"Who's that?" I asked, breathlessly.
"I don't know," said my friend. "Never saw her before."
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I was a little bit dashed.
We passed a tent with a striped awning porch, under which sat two
young women making a pretence of reading. They looked up and smiled
and bowed, and one of them rejoined to our lifted hats with a "good eve,
ning."
"Who are they?" I asked.
"I don't know," said my friend. "Never saw them before."
By and by it began to dawn upon me that the rule in Ocean Grove is to
speak to everybody you want to.
This same friend told me that if we had stopped and talked to either
the girl in the beach wagon or the girls on the porch, it would have been
regarded as nothing out of the way-if the girls had been favorably im,
pressed, that is.
After you have been to the post office you may have "supper," for in
Ocean Grove you eat "dinner" at noon and "supper" at six o'clock, the
chief difference being that at "dinner" you get rather the more fish, and
after "supper" you may take in the great amusement, the crowning joy of
all the day, the board walk.
All the young people and most of the old ones go to the board walk.
At the board walk you may promenade up and down in the damp air
and look at the white surf and the people.
There is no other entertainment, but it is not so bad even at that as it
might be.
If social conventionalities are relaxed on the beach they are thrown
away on the board walk. What you want to do is select your girl, brace up
to her, stroll down the board walk to Asbury Park and buy her some ice
cream. She will reward you with as fine a lot of innocent prattle about her
native town as you ever heard in your life. You can sit down here and
there on benches out by a special act of beneficent kindness just wide
enough for two and put in corners where the electric light casts a shadow,
and if you can't make love there you can't anywhere. There are many
worse things in this world than to sit there with the sea breaking in front
of you and a charming Western Methodist girl beside you pouring out a
mixture of the fun that has been bottled up in her all day and the piety
she knows she is morally bound to talk.
It is a great lark to her.
I suppose the relief from the somewhat sombre coloring of things around
her at the Grove must be immense. It is light hearted animal spirits break,
ing out of too narrow bounds-that's all. She will talk like that to a differ,
ent young man every night and ordinarily think nothing of it.
Only to the worldly experienced it does seem a good deal like playing
with fire, and Ocean Grove has its sad stories just like other places, and
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proportionately just as many. Ah! Jacques, Jacques, the rules of camp
meeting associations don't change human nature, do they? The human
spider spins here as in the congregations of sinners, and the poor human
fly is caught and lost and thrown away just as out in the world.
At nine o'clock the crowds on the board walk begin to diminish; people
who were roused out of bed at four o'clock by the busy fly are getting
sleepy. The old heads disappear first; by and by the young folks wander
away; at ten o'clock the walk is almost deserted except for a few couples,
of which the girls are risking maternal denunciation by staying out after
the appointed hour. Gradually even these saunter off. The startling silhou,
ettes appear and disappear on the tent walls and the cottage organ sends
out its last wails. Before eleven o'clock Ocean Grove is like a graveyard.
There is absolutely no noise except the wind in the trees, the waves on
the shore and an occasional snore in the tents.
Such is one day with a tent dweller in Ocean Grove.
The others are like unto it, except that you may slightly vary the round
of gayety.
In the morning at nine o'clock you may attend the prayer meeting in
the tabernacle, or later in the day you can see Dr. Stokes in the Audito,
rium leading the music with both arms, a spectacle worth going far to wit,
ness. You can visit the model of Jerusalem and hear a native Egyptian,
warranted to be genuine and without deception, lecture about the ancient
city. You can drink water from the Bethesda well. You can wander up and
down the tent streets and see how near one tent is like another. You can
refresh yourself by noting the odd combination of Biblical and modem
names the streets bear-Pisgah way, Mount Tabor street, Mount Hebron
avenue, Smith lane, Ballard avenue, Abbott street, and so on. You can
attend the various meetings and talk with many distinguished visitors from
other States, for Ocean Grove is the Mecca of Methodists. You can walk
over to Asbury Park and view the awful wickedness of its ginger ale bars
and the total depravity of its ice cream saloons. You can stroll down and
view with pride and satisfaction the stout iron gates with which Ocean
Grove keeps out these works of the flesh. You can wander up one sandy
street and down another and speculate on just how much hotter it proba,
bly is there than it is in New York. You can go to drive if you will do it
discreetly and keep away from the tents and take care not to interrupt the
services. But as the available vehicles have to be brought from Asbury
Park, and when they get here consist usually of the slow creeping hack
kind and nothing else[,] few people drive.
This is not a very exhilarating programme of entertainment, but if you
don't like it you can keep away from Ocean Grove.
The association doesn't care whether you come or not. It does an an,
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nual business of $175,000 to $200,000 and that pays a splendid interest on
the investment, so why should the association care? There are plenty of
people who will come whether you do or not. But one thing is sure-if
you do come you must live up to the ironclad rules or out you go.
Some of these rules, in my humble judgment, afford more amusement
than even Dr. Stokes leading the singing and some of them are just morti,
fying to the flesh.
No tobacco is allowed to be sold in Ocean Grove. At times this is
amusing, as when you think how little it discourages the consumption of
tobacco there and what great quantities of it are daily carried over from
Asbury Par~. It being against the rule of course nearly all the boys here
smoke cigarettes. I am afraid many of the girls smoke them, too. Ocean
Grove furnishes the best part of Asbury Park's cigarette trade. You observe
with a cynical smile that this foolish and arbitrary law, like all foolish and
arbitrary laws, is helping on what it was intended to suppress.
But it is coming a little too near home when at ten or eleven o'clock at
night a man suddenly discovers that he is out of cigars and if he is to have
that smoke he wants so much he must tramp all the way to the Park to
get it. He does not see the amusing features of the law then, nor those
which are food for the cynical, and the wrath which he devotes to the
managers of the Camp Meeting Association would make the ears of those
gentlemen tingle if they could hear what he says.
I doubt whether their account stands any better for ruling out tobacco.
Think of the enormous amount of profanity they have caused!
A commercial traveller whose home is in New York came down here for
the first time the other day, and along in the evening when the cigars
gave out heard with incredulity that he was in a town of twenty'five thou,
sand people where tobacco was absolutely prohibited. He was a smart
young man and had been around a good deal. He had bought whiskey in
Kansas and got boiling drunk in Maine; he had observed the "blind pig"
in Minnesota and toyed with the "speak easies" of Philadelphia. There
was no trick or rope of the anti,prohibitionist that he didn't know. If he
could get red liquor in Neal Dow's town he rather thought he could get
tobacco in Ocean Grove. Well, he should say so. And he was willing to
lay a small wager that he could go out and buy five cigars in five minutes.
The wager was made for about $10 all told. Where was the principal
hotel? The others told him. Well, just wait a minute and he would be
back. They waited not one minute alone, but more than thirty, during
which the smart young man had visited the hotel, winked at the drug
store clerks, crooked his finger at the candy store man, whistled at the
grocer and tried all the arts and devices known to his order, but in vain.
In despair he had begged from a boatman a piece of plug chewing as black
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as your hat and stronger than the scents of Barren Island. And that was as
near to a purchase of tobacco as the young man came in Ocean Grove.
The same night he went disgustedly over to Asbury Park to sleep and
on the first train in the morning hied him home.
Oh, yes; tobacco is strictly forbidden in Ocean Grove, therefore every'
body smokes.
Liquor and beer and all other like beverages are strictly prohibited, con,
sequently the outside grocery wagons rumble through the streets all day
delivering case beer and demijohns.
The sale of Sunday newspapers is forbidden, consequently half the town
walks down to the gates on Sunday morning and trades with the newsboys
through the iron bars.
About the only rules that really achieve their purpose are those which
prohibit any kind of vehicle from entering an Ocean Grove street on Sun,
day, and that can be enforced because the gates can be shut.
Even about that, though, people will go to drive on Sunday, and
hundreds of people go down to the gates every Sunday morning to get
their daily supply of milk, so except it may be desirable to cause as much
inconvenience as possible, what is the use?
Yet for all these things that to the worldly mind seem annoyances and
drawbacks to legitimate amusement the Ocean Grove people undoubtedly
thrive, and in their own peculiar way are happy. Probably they would not
be so happy under any other conditions. "For people who like this sort of
thing this is the sort of thing they like." And that is the conclusion of the
whole matter.
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Schoberlin's Annotated Copy
of War Is Kind
BY DONALD P. VANOUSE
The annotated copy of War Is Kind acquired by the Syracuse Uni,
versity Library with the Schoberlin Collection is a provocative doc,
ument. There are, for example, numerous brief annotations suggest'
ing that Stephen Crane's infatuation with Nellie Crouse was the source
of his inspiration for most of the disconcerting poems in the group
called "Intrigue", which were published in War Is Kind. Nellie Crouse
was an attractive young woman whom Crane met at a tea party in
New York City in 1895. He had attended the tea at the invitation
of his friend Lucius Button. Many months later, after travelling to
the West and Mexico, Crane wrote to her a series of thoughtful and
sensitive love letters that are also at Syracuse University. According
to Crouse's children, family tradition held that Crane visited Nellie
at her home in Akron, Ohio, before the relationship ended in March
1896.
The fifteen "Crouse" annotations appear to be in Crane's hand,
but a number of problems-including the history of the development
of red pencils-need to be addressed before the authority of these
annotations can be established. Other annotations and erasures in
the volume, though interesting, also are of uncertain origin and sig,
nificance. At this point, then, the annotations provoke questions
rather than offer revelations concerning Crane's relationship to the
volume. The source of the unusual binding and pagination of this
copy also is undocumented and uncertain.
Accompanying this volume in the George Arents Research Library
are two letters from George Mitchell of London, England, to Melvin
Schoberlin. Postmarked 23 October and 6 November 1948, the let'
ters indicate that Schoberlin acquired a Crane volume from Mitchell
at this time, but the letters do not identify the title. Schoberlin
pasted his own desert,motif bookplate on the inside cover and signed
his name on the title page, but he does not seem to have recorded
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the date of his acquisition in the volume. A series of small eradicator
or erasure marks on the copyright page may have been the numbers
of an acquisition date, but the remaining block,like blurs do not
suggest Schoberlin's somewhat florid handwriting. Similarly, the red
pencil and blue ink annotations in the volume do not appear to be
in Schoberlin's hand.
If the annotations were in the volume when Schoberlin acquired
it from England in 1948, then the annotations could possibly have
been made by Crane himself or, more likely, someone in his confi,
dence-a friend, or relative, or even Cora Crane. This seems a rea,
sonable possibility in that Stephen and Cora Crane lived in England
from the time of the publication of War Is Kind until his final illness
in 1900 and in that Crane's relationship to Nellie Crouse was not
widely known in 1948. The love letters Crane wrote to her were not
known by Thomas Beer when he wrote his groundbreaking biography
of Crane in 1923, for example, and John Berryman was not permit,
ted to quote from the letters when he wrote Stephen Crane (1950).
Jerre Mangione had written about the love letters in the Syracuse
University Chap Book in 1930, but the letters remained with dealers
or in private hands until George Arents bought them and presented
them to the Syracuse University Library in 1950. 1 Stephen Crane's
Love Letters to Nellie Crouse, edited by Edwin H. Cady and Lester G.
Wells, was published by Syracuse University Press in 1954.
The first legible markings in the Schoberlin volume are the date
"8,14,99" in faded black ink at the center of the copyright page. A
copyright deposit of War Is Kind was made in the United States on
17 April 1899, and reviews began to appear in June. 2 It seems, then,
that 14 August is somewhat late for the arrival of a copy at Brede
Place in Sussex, England, where Crane was living. It is especially
late if, because of the unusual binding and trimming of the pages,
this volume is, as has been suggested, a "pre,publication" copy.
The binding and trimming of the volume indicate professional ex,
pertise, but neither the size, nor the shape, nor the pagination cor,
relates with other copies documented in the bibliographies or with
1. Edwin H. Cady and Lester G. Wells, eds., Stephen Crane's Love Letters to Nellie
Crouse (Syracuse: Syracuse Univ. Press, 1954), 17.
2. R. W. Stallman, Stephen Crane: A Critical Bibliography (Ames: Iowa State Univ.
Press, 1972), 141.
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the three other copies at Syracuse. The binding of the Schoberlin
copy lacks the distinctive lettering and designs by Will Bradley: the
boards and the spine are wrapped in plain gray paper. Also, the boards
and the leaves of this volume have been trimmed with rounded cor~
ners and hence reduced in size. 3 The Schoberlin copy includes eight
additional gray leaves: four preceding and four following the text.
Although similar to the printed pages in texture and color, these
additional leaves lack the chain pattern found in the laid paper of
the text. Finally, the leaf containing the unnumbered pages [75] and
[76] has become separated from its signature and misplaced so that it
follows page 78. The evidence strongly suggests that this volume has
a history of professional, though somewhat careless, rebinding. It is
troubling that such a history is not recorded in the volume.
The fifteen red pencil annotations of "Intrigue" are either valuable
supplements to our understanding of the sources of these poems, or
they are merely the speculations of a species of vandal. I have not,
at this time, found references to red pencil markings observed on
other Crane documents. Because the fifteen annotations are brief,
simply "Crouse", "Crouse?" and "Crouse Button", the handwriting
sample is difficult to evaluate with certainty, though it bears a tan~
talizing similarity to manuscript examples of Crane's own handwrit~
ing.
Unfortunately, Eberhard Faber Pencil Company has lost its records
concerning dates in the development of the red pencil. The com~
pany does, apparently, have a specimen red pencil dating from ap~
proximately 1910, however, and it holds records indicating that early
pencils were pigmented with "cadmium or magnesium reds" that were
later removed "for toxicological reasons". 4 The date of that chemical
change~over is not certain. A scanning~electron~microscope analysis
of samples taken from these annotations has revealed no cadmium or
magnesium. 5 To complete the picture insofar as we can, it will be
3. The leaves of the "standard" copies of War Is Kind measure 8% by 51/8 inches;
the Schoberlin copy measures 7% by 4V8 inches.
4. Letter, Eberhard Faber Pencil Co. to the author, 3 January 1986.
5. I am especially grateful to Professor Clarence Pfluger of the Syracuse University
Chemistry Department and to Associate Professor David L. Johnson of the College
of Environmental Science and Forestry, State University of New York, for setting
up these tests.
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necessary to consult European pencil manufacturers, such as Conte
in France, to date the chemical composition of red pencils in their
manufacture.
If these red pencil annotations can be proved to be of early (ca.
1900-1910) vintage, it is more than possible that they were made
by Stephen Crane himself or someone in his confidence. With that
established, the enduring significance of Crane's infatuation with Nellie
Crouse and the tone and purpose of the "Intrigue" poems could be
more purposefully discussed. The interval between Crane's writing of
the love letters and his writing of the these poems is quite brief. The
love letters to Nellie Crouse date from December 1895 to March
1896. Half of the "Intrigue" series was complete by December 1896
or early 1897. Crane's correspondence makes it quite certain that
only the last five poems in "Intrigue" were written during the un,
usual stress of his illness and poverty in Havana, Cuba, after the
Spanish,American War. Crane's letters to Paul Revere Reynolds, his
American agent, indicate that the last five poems, beginning with
"And yet I have seen thee happy with me", were completed by 14
September 1898. 6
In the "Introduction" to Stephen Crane's Love Letters to Nellie Crouse,
Edwin H. Cady's language suggests the possibility of a relationship
between the letters and this series of poems. In discussing the sensi,
tivity of the love letters, Cady says, "Crane went to work to intrigue
her as she had him". 7 Subsequent scholars have not considered Nel,
lie Crouse to be the inspiration for "Intrigue". In his 1968 biography,
for example, R. W. Stallman proposes that the poems emerged from
an irresponsible interval in Cuba:
Poor destitute Cora with debt'ridden Ravensbrook seized (or
about to be seized) by creditors at Oxted and at London,
while Crane in Havana was writing a batch of poems about
his love,conflict between her and Lily Brandon Munroe! He
6. The Works of Stephen Crane, ed. Fredson Bowers, 10 vols. (Charlottesville: The
University Press of Virginia, 1969-76), 10:232-33. All the quotations of Stephen
Crane's poetry in this article have been taken from the first edition of War Is Kind
(New York: Frederick A. Stokes, 1899) and are documented internally.
7. Cady and Wells, Love Letters to Nellie Crouse, 18.
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calls these poems Intrigue, which defines his enigmatic situa,
tion. 8
But the poems of "Intrigue" do not record a "love conflict" within a
man who feels desire for two women. In fact, several of them express
sexual jealousy or resentment felt by the male narrator:
8. R. W. Stallman, Stephen Crane: A Biography (New York: George Braziller, 1968),
426.
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94
He had your picture in his room,
A scurvy traitor picture,
And he smiled
-Merely a fat complacence of men who
know fine women-
And thus I divided with him
A part of my love.
In the Schoberlin copy of War Is Kind, this poem is annotated (p.
83) with a diagonal line and the name "Crouse" in red pencil at the
right side of the poem.
There is some external evidence suggesting a relationship between
Nellie Crouse and this poem. The jealousy parallels that in Crane's
request for a picture of Nellie in his letter of late January 1896. After
reminding her that Lucius Button has her photograph, he expresses
a flash of whimsical jealousy: "If you refuse [to send the photo], I
shall go and slay Button for his impertinence". 9 This is playful hy,
perbole, of course, but it does imply an experience analogous to the
subject of the poem. In another of the "Intrigue" poems, a more
extreme displacement of desire is depicted in the "little shoe" of the
beloved (p. 84). This poem about a fetish,object is not annotated
with Nellie Crouse's name.
"Crouse" and "Button" are both identified, however, in one of the
annotations in the Schoberlin copy. The poem begins with a ques,
tion: "Tell me why behind thee / I see always the shadow of another
lover?" The poem exposes the imagination of a man who perceives
the presence of a "shade" from the past between himself and the
fulfilled "peace" of love (p. 91). In The Red Badge of Courage and
many other writings, however, Crane equates the expectation of peace
with deceptive delusion. Similarly, his penultimate letter to Nellie
Crouse refers to infatuations as "ingenious traps for the imagination",
and he concludes, "The future is blue with obligations-new trials-
conflicts".10 Perhaps Crane had learned from his. experiences with
Nellie Crouse that a lover's hope for peace is a delusion. Such an
interpretation indicates, of course, that this poem is a critical recre,
9. Cady and Wells, Love Letters to Nellie Crouse, 44.
10. Ibid., 54.
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ation of the mood of infatuation rather than a symptom of its rav,
ages.
The title term "Intrigue" suggests that Crane was not merely writ,
ing love poems. The term seems to refer to that complexity, devious,
ness, and manipulation which occur when love is not the sponta,
neous experience of desire but is fretted by social and psychological
constraints. Such a meaning is indicated in his use of the term in a
Cuba sketch dated 3 October 1898, two weeks after completing "In,
trigue". In discussing a "fight over the lady behind the lattice", he
wryly observes: "Anything connected with that intrigue was good
cause for the gore of cavaliers". 11
An escape from constraint and duplicity in sexual roles is found in
the story which Crane sent to Nellie Crouse with one of his letters.
He discusses the story briefly in his letter to her on 12 January 1896:
It is good of you to like "A Grey [sic] Sleeve." Of course,
they are a pair of idiots. But yet there is something charming
in their childish faith in each other. That is all I intended
to say. 12
In the story, a Union Army captain and his company enter a house
at the edge of a battlefield. They meet a young woman who is hold,
ing an unloaded gun and attempting to protect her grandfather and
her brother, a wounded Confederate soldier. The captain is ob,
viously charmed by the young woman, and she responds to his gal,
lant kindnesses. The "childish" trust and affection shown by the cap'
tain and the young woman enables them to elude the constraints of
their battlefield meeting. The story is clearly a kind of fantasy. It
ends with the grandfather and the brother protected from the sol,
diers, and the two "lovers" are attempting to arrange to meet again.
There are no assurances about the future, but the spontaneous
expression of love has transformed their world.
The "Intrigue" poems, written later, probe more disturbing rela,
tionships between power and desire:
Torn, miserable, and ashamed of my open sorrow,
I thought of the thunders that lived in my head,
11. The Works of Stephen Crane, 9:202.
12. Cady and Wells, Love Letters to Nellie Crouse, 35.
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And I wish to be an ogre,
And hale and haul my beloved to a castle,
And there use the happy cruel one cruelly,
And make her mourn with my mourning.
This poem is annotated with the name "Crouse" in the Schoberlin
copy (p. 90). The medieval imagery ends with both the man and
woman mourning the ravages of desire. Perhaps the archaic diction
and imagery in "Intrigue" indicate Crane's emotional distance from
some of these fantasies. He uses similar imagery, for example, to
highlight Henry Fleming's delusions in The Red Badge of Courage.
During the period when Crane was writing "Intrigue", he also was
writing about constraints upon love in the Cuban communities of
Florida and Havana. One work from this period is a comic sketch
entitled "How They Court in Cuba". The constraints upon courtship
are extreme:
It is full of circumlocution and bulwarks and clever football
interference and trouble and delay and protracted agony and
duennas. There is no holding hands in it at all, you bet. It
is all barbed wire entanglements. 13
"A young man" in this environment, according to Crane, "falls in
love with a fair face seen through a grated window". Such an infat,
uation is not very different from his own enchantment after seeing
Nellie Crouse at a tea party where they exchanged hardly a word.
Drawing again from his experiences with Nellie Crouse, he debunks
the love letter written by such a young man:
It breathes a passion which could only grow from the young
man's lack of knowledge of the object of his devotion. It
sings a perfect adoration, which could emanate only from a
young man who is not thoroughly familiar with his subject. 14
It seems that Crane at this point was learning to express his aware,
ness of the relationship between repression and enchantment. Even
13. The Works of Stephen Crane, 9:203.
14. Ibid., 9:204.
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the short passage above makes a clear distinction between "object"
and "subject" as terms for the beloved. Perhaps the comic tone of
this sketch and the ferocity of "Intrigue" indicate Crane's sense of
the difference between his journalistic audience and the audience of
poetry.
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His story "The Clan of No Name" also was written in Havana in
October 1898. It is an ambitious depiction of constraint and duplic,
ity both in domestic society and the world of war. Manola, an outlaw
in courtship and a military insurgent, exchanges pictures through a
grate with his beloved Margharita. Their love is surreptitious. After
he dies fighting bravely and recklessly with the Cuban insurgents,
Margharita is shown meeting with her legitimate suitor, Mr. Smith.
He seems to know nothing of her intrigue, and he comments ruefully
on Manola's death. Then, he struggles to express his own tortured,
possessive love for Margharita. "It was part of his love", Crane writes,
"to believe in the absolute treachery of his adored one". 15
The snarled emotions in the last section of the story are clearly
parallel to those emotions expressed in "Intrigue". Smith's doubt and
desire, for example, correspond to Crane's depiction of the lover's
fear of love:
I doubted you
-I doubted you-
And in this short doubting
My love grew like a genie
For my further undoing.
This poem is annotated "Crouse" in the Schoberlin copy (p. 86). It
has the formal and intellectual texture of one of R. D. Laing's Knots.
Crane's poems are spare in imagery and decorative rhyme, and hence
achieve directness of statement and certainty in phrasing. Often Crane
affects archaisms in "Intrigue", and in some instances the imagery
approaches surreality:
Thou art my love,
And thou art the ashes of other men's love,
And I bury my face in these ashes,
And I love them-
Woe is me.
This poem also is annotated "Crouse" in the Schoberlin copy (p.
71). It is no pretty prosody, but it shows the fierce commitment to
diagramming structures of emotion in Crane's poetry.
15. The Works of Stephen Crane, 6:134.
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Fredson Bowers, who has contributed bountifully to the dating of
the poems in War Is Kind, argues on the basis of those dates and
"the terms of sexual intimacy" that the poems of "Intrigue" were
written to Cora Crane. 16 Cora nursed Stephen after the sinking of
the Commodore and his brush with death in the open boat. She ap'
preciated his literary genius, and she seems to have been an adven,
turous and intellectually independent woman. It seems likely that
Crane's relationship with Cora, an outlaw intimacy masquerading as
a marriage, could have enabled him to see the more demonic and
contradictory aspects of his earlier infatuations with Nellie Crouse
and Lily Brandon Munroe. I? Bowers identifies Cora's literary interests
and says, "a sequence of poems to her would have proved most ac,
ceptable".18 It seems unlikely, nonetheless, that this strenuous and
abrasive sequence would have been "acceptable" as a depiction of
their love.
One of Crane's letters to Cora contains a paraphrase of a poem
printed in War Is Kind but not a part of the "Intrigue" sequence. 19
"I explain the silvered passing of a ship at night" is a love poem
which would have proved most "acceptable" as a gift to Cora, but it
was published before they met. Interestingly enough, the Schoberlin
copy includes chemical erasure stains on pages 24 and 25 where the
first two stanzas of this love poem are printed. Although the erasures
are utterly illegible, the poem had a special significance, and Ste,
phen or Cora could have made an annotation.
Another ink erasure, found on the verso of the title page of the
volume, strongly suggests "Edmund", the first name of one of Crane's
older brothers. Crane lived with Edmund at Hartwood, New York,
during 1896, and Edmund might very well have known of Crane's
love letters to Nellie Crouse. Of course, Edmund's relationship to
the volume is, at this time, only speculation.
The two legible blue ink annotations-the ones that have not
been deleted-in the Schoberlin copy are written in what could be
16. The Works of Stephen Crane, 10:213.
17. R. W. Stallman and Lillian Gilkes, eds., Stephen Crane: Letters (New York:
New York Univ. Press, 1960), 20-23. Although the letters to Lily Brandon Munroe
suggest the mood found in some of the poems in "Intrigue", they are beyond the
scope of this inquiry.
18. The Works of Stephen Crane, 10:214.
19. Stallman and Gilkes, Letters, 138.
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Brede Place, Sussex, in 1944 (Photo: Ames W. Williams).
Cora's script. The date "Dec. 5, 1897" is written at the bottom of
page 45, next to the poem beginning "The successful man has thrust
himself". The poem is a fierce attack upon the robber barons of the
Gilded Age. The date refers to the first period of desperate penury
which Stephen and Cora experienced in England. 20 Perhaps this POem
is an expression of his rage. The same date is written in Crane's hand
on a manuscript of the poem held by Syracuse University. This cor,
relation could suggest an annotating scholar who knew of the man,
uscript, or it could be Cora's dating of an experience which was vivid
in her memory.
The second blue ink annotation in the Schoberlin copy is found
on page 22. It includes an overmarking of the capital "W" beginning
the first word, and "Separate poem" written on the margin. This
annotation reawakens a somewhat difficult textual question. It was
first raised by the discrepancy between Crane's manuscript, repro,
duced in Elbert Hubbard's The Fra, and the version of the poem(s)
printed in War Is Kind. Either there is one poem beginning "A little
ink more or less" (p. 21) or there are two, and the second poem
begins, "What / You define me God with these trinkets?"
20. Stallman and Gilkes, Letters, 156-57.
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Fredson Bowers, after discussing Elbert Hubbard's integrity, de'
cides that the War Is Kind text has greater validity. But he adds a
note of hesitation: "It is true that superficially the connection be'
tween the two stanzas does not seem to be intimate". 21 This blue ink
annotation, like that dating "The successful man", suggests the marking
by someone familiar with the publishing history of the poem. Of
course, this annotation could have been supplied by Cora. When
she went through Crane's papers after his death, she was very con,
cerned to identify the titles of published works. Until the handwrit,
ing of this annotation is identified, its significance must remain un,
certain.
The annotations in the Schoberlin copy of War Is Kind are, at this
point, of uncertain authority. They do not resolve the mysteries con,
cerning Crane's inspiration. They do, however, point to the need to
look more closely at Crane's other writings in order to understand
the context of "Intrigue". The love letters to Nellie Crouse are an
important part of that context. Crane's prose writings about love,
relationships are equally important. His fictions and journalism seem
to show that he had a critical interest in defining the elements of
emotions such as his enchantment with Nellie Crouse. If these are
seen as the context for "Intrigue", then the poems appear to be anal,
yses of desire when it has been distorted by constraint and dread.
Love becomes tainted by cowardice and terror. Reading "Intrigue"
in this way also seems to indicate why Crane included these poems
in War Is Kind.
21. The Works of Stephen Crane, 10:253.
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Newly Discovered Writings of
Mary Helen Peck Crane and
Agnes Elizabeth Crane
BY PAUL SORRENTINO
Although several members of Stephen Crane's immediate family
were writers, scholars know little about their work. Thomas A.
Gullason1 published writings by Crane's parents and brother Jona,
than Townley, but other items remain to be studied and possibly
printed. Fortunately, Melvin H. Schoberlin preserved holographs and
transcripts of documents by Crane's sister, Agnes, and mother, Mary
Helen, that further reveal the family's interest in writing. Because
the transcripts, which Schoberlin copied from materials once owned
by Crane's niece Edith, are unique to the Schoberlin Collection,
researchers cannot verify their accuracy. As scholars examine the
Collection, though, they will find that he worked meticulously and
discovered independently much of the biographical material and many
of the Crane stories and articles that have surfaced during the past
thirty,five or so years.
A handwritten transcript of a letter to the editor and typed tran,
scripts of two stories by Mrs. Crane are in a folder titled "Crane
Family Manuscripts". Until Schoberlin's Collection became avail,
able, only a biographical sketch of her husband and an attack on
vice were identified as hers. 2 The new letter, dated 7 February 1887
and listed as having been published in the Asbury Park Tribune, 16
February 1887, p. 2, col. 3, deals with the temperance movement in
New Jersey. Of more general interest are the stories. "How Jonathan
Saved the Ash Barrel", written under the pseudonym Jerusha Ann
Stubbs, apparently appeared in the Monmouth Tribune but survives
only as a fragment. The story describes boys who want to steal Jon'
athan's ash barrel and use the wood to make a bonfire on election
1. Thomas A. Gullason, ed., Stephen Crane's Career: Perspectives and Evaluations
(New York: New York Univ. Press, 1972).
2. Gullason, Stephen Crane's Career, 29-36.
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night, but Jonathan thwarts them by bringing the barrel into his
house. The fragment ends with the barrel breaking and spilling ashes
on the kitchen floor. Though short, the fragment reveals Mrs. Crane's
interest in dialect and presents a husband and wife with comic po'
tential. Although the wife has been giving Jonathan advice "fur nigh
onto forty years", it "hed [been] wasted on that man" because he
would not take it but would tell her to " 'keep still, I know what I'm
about.' 'Ov course I'le keep still' sed I, I always am still when I hev
to be. Women hev been toled to be still ever since Adam toled Eve
'To be still and mind the house work while he went out and explored
[explained?] that unfortunate apple business to the Lord.'" This time
Jonathan refuses his wife's advice to protect the barrel and gives the
boys a quarter to buy another one. When he is outside getting the
barrel, she comments, "Now that creek that Jonathan got shuvellin
snow durin the blizzard got no better fast, while he wus trampin
around the campain and I'd bin tellin him 'H'd have something more
than cam pains if he didn't stop.' It's so consolin' when a man is
bound to do a thing, and knows how it ought to be done better than
anybody else to hev somebody to advise him. Now if I hev hed a
mission on earth it hez been to advise Jonathan."
"Thanksgiving or Christmas, Which?", written for the Monmouth
Tribune's "Story Comer", carried Mrs. Crane's byline. The story lacks
a real plot and rambles on about the date of Thanksgiving, temper,
ance, an upcoming wedding, and the need to count one's blessings.
At first the story appears to be a comedy. Jerusha Ann Jarvis explains
to Bessie Bennett that "if I should come upon [Grandma Jarvis] at
all unawares like, why she'd jump and holler and that would scare
me, and then there would be two of us jumpin' around and screamin'
like all possess't, and Zekel used to say we was two of the narvu'est
critters he ever seed". But the story quickly becomes maudlin as Bes,
sie, while washing dishes, cries "tears [that] fell thick and fast, as if
they would wash dishes too", and the prose degenerates into euphu,
ism: "Here and there were still standing shocks of ripened com, wait,
ing to be gathered in, like human grain when crowned with hoary
hairs and the glory of a well,spent life waiting for the heavenly gar,
nering". Little Zekey, the son of the widow Mrs. Jarvis, pledges not
to drink. If Zekey is the fictional counterpart of Stevie Crane, whose
mother was also a widow, Mrs. Crane's wish for a temperate son was
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not granted. The adult Stephen was not deterred from alcohol, to~
bacco, or gambling by the memory of parental admonishments. 3
Like Mrs. Crane, Agnes was an aspiring author and certainly the
major intellectual influence in Crane's childhood. She was fifteen in
1871, when Stephen was born. Because their parents were often away
on church~relatedmatters, Agnes essentially raised him. A brilliant
student who described herself in her diary as having a burning pas~
sion "to write", she introduced Crane to literature and encouraged
him to write. Probably her interest and example led Stephen to write
at age ten his poem "I'd Rather Have-", which was preserved by
her and is now part of the Schoberlin Collection. Agnes was inde~
pendent, rebellious, inquisitive, and temperamental-traits that would
characterize Crane years later.
Agnes graduated as class valedictorian from Centenary Collegiate
Institute (founded by her father) at Hackettstown, New Jersey, in
July 1880 and began teaching a year or two later in Port Jervis, New
York. Frustrated by disobedient students, she quit that job and took
one in 1883 at Asbury Park School in Asbury Park, New Jersey,
where she was close to part of her family. Her mother had moved
there the same year and enrolled Stephen in school, her sister Mary
Helen taught art there, and her brother Jonathan ran a summer news
bureau. On 10 June 1884, at the age of twenty~eight, Agnes died of
cerebrospinal meningitis and left her little brother, as Marston La~
France has said, "a psychological orphan". 4 Out of love, her brothers
William and Edmund named daughters after her.
The diary covers sporadically the years 1873 to 1880, a period
during which Agnes lived in New Jersey. Two segments-from 18
November 1873 to 18 July 1874 and from 11 to 18 November 1880--
exist only in transcript copy; the remaining segment-from 10 Au~
gust 1874 to 3 January 187S-is extant, however, in its original ho~
lograph form. Agnes's friend Clara Schmidt, the Clara in the diary,
sold the holograph and other Crane documents to Peabody's Book~
store in Baltimore, and Schoberlin bought the material about 1946.
3. See Stanley Wertheim, "Stephen Crane and the Wrath ofJehova", The Literary
Review 7 (Summer 1964): 499-508, and note 30.
4. Marston LaFrance, A Reading of Stephen Crane (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1971),
8. Coincidentally, Crane, who lost the member of the family closest to him emo~
tionally, would also die at the same age.
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Unfortunately, some of it is missing. In his unpublished biography,
"Flagon of Despair: Stephen Crane", Schoberlin cites passages by
Agnes not in the extant material. For example, when Stephen be'
came ill during the winter of 1873, his sister left school to "manage
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affairs at home" and to take care of "my baby". Sometime later, she
said, "Mother has hope that her ugly duckling will tum out to be a
swan". 5
As with diaries in general, this diary is occasionally prosaic and
has trivial details and obscure references. Because it was written in,
termittently over seven years, it lacks unity. Nevertheless, despite its
sketchy text it reveals a teenage girl interested in boys, sports, and
education-someone comfortable at a baseball game or a reading of
Virgil. Especially interested in foreign languages, Agnes sprinkled the
the diary with French, German, and Latin expressions. A woman
wanting first to be "a better Christian" and then "a lady in the fullest
sens[e] of the word", her emotions range from confidence to doubt
and self,pity.
As Walter J. Ong, S.J. has explained, "the writer's audience is
always a fiction"-even in a diary. 6 At first Agnes is aware of two
audiences, her imagined self and an imaginary friend named Saman,
tha, with whom she is both cryptic and revealing. When she receives
a book as a Christmas present, she teases Samantha by not revealing
the giver's identity: "I shall not tell wouldn't you like to know!" Yet
on another occasion, Samantha is her sole confidante: "I'll tell you
the truth if no else. . . ." By the time Agnes is twenty'five years
old, her imagined self is "no longer a sentimental girl in her teens",
though she is still susceptible to looking at life "through the rose
tinted, trusting glasses of ignorant youth". Throughout the diary she
muses on courtship and marriage. Because she was not, apparently,
attractive to young men~r perhaps because she was 'different'-she
5. "Flagon of Despair: Stephen Crane", Schoberlin Collection, pp. II-3, II-II.
The source for this material may have been Edith F. Crane, who also helped John
Berryman and R. W. Stallman with their biographies. Stallman, in Stephen Crane:
A Biography, rev. ed. (New York: Braziller, 1973), p. 3, also cites the words "ugly
duckling" and gives his source as Agnes's diary; Schoberlin, in his edition of The
Sullivan County Sketches of Stephen Crane (Syracuse: Syracuse Univ. Press, 1949), p.
3, says it is Agnes's "journal". Berryman, in Stephen Crane (1950; reprint, Cleve-
land: World-Meridian, 1962), p. 11, and Stallman, p. 6, quote Agnes's description
of her "oyster-like family", the source of which is the 11 November 1880 diary
entry.
6. Walter J. Ong, S.]., "The Writer's Audience Is Always a Fiction", PMLA 90
(1975): 9-21.
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remained a spinster, experiencing romance vicariously through the
literature she read and wrote. As a girl she enjoyed the domestic
novels of Mrs. Julie P. Smith (d. 1883), a writer of popular fiction
for children. Agnes would have taken comfort in Mrs. Smith's state,
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ment that "there is a dear girl whom you and I know who hasn't got
any husband,-many girls in fact. . . . "7
As an adult Agnes anonymously published at least three stories 8
in Frank Leslie's Illustrated Newspaper: "A Victorious Defeat", "The
Result of an Experiment", and "Laurel Camp, and What Came of
It". In his notes in the "Crane Family Manuscripts" folder, Schob~
erlin initially identified the first two stories as possibly by Agnes,
then later wrote "yes" with regard to "Defeat" and "yes this is by
Agnes / copy in her effects" for "Result". A news clipping in the
Asbury Park Daily Journal, 6 July 1887, p. 1, strengthens his claim
concerning authorship of the third story: "In last weeks [sic] issue of
Leslie's Illustrated Weekly is a very readable short story, entitled 'Lau~
rel Camp, and what came of it.' It was written for that journal by
the late Miss Agnes E. Crane, who wrote several other stories for it,
after she took the position of teacher in the public school here. After
her death her mother, Mrs. M. Helen Crane, found the manuscript
of this story among the papers in her writing desk." The three stories
are full of cliches and are sentimental and melodramatic in theme.
Agnes populates her fictional world with gentlemen that satisfy her
own wish~fulfillment.No longer an "ugly duckling", she emerges as
the thinly disguised heroine who gets her man in the end.
In "A Victorious Defeat" Leslie Gordon is an attractive, snobbish,
proud, and rebellious girl who leaves the city and spends a summer
on a farm in Vermont. Though she dismisses John Metler, the son
of the owners of the farm, as a mere country boy, he startles her
when he finishes reciting a poem by Robert Southey begun by her
and then proceeds to quote Milton. Gradually, they become fond of
each other; and when John saves her from a snake and later from
the waterwheel of a mill on a river into which she has fallen, they
realize they are in love. Though she fears being involved with only
a "mountain farmer", her feelings change when she discovers he is
really the editor of the New York Beacon.
In "The Result of an Experiment" the heroine, Avis, is more clearly
7. Mrs. Julie P. Smith, Chris and Otho: The Pansies andOrange~Blossoms They
Found in Roaring River and Rosenbloom (New York: Carleton, 1870), vii.
8. The first appeared in volume 55 (13 June 1883), 342-43; the second, 58 (17
May 1884), 198; the third, 64 (2 July 1887), 322-23.
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Agnes in appearance. At a summer hotel resort Voss proposes to
Sydney Cowan an experiment to show how jealous Lilian Nelson can
become. Chosen as Lilian's rival for the attention of Cowan is her
cousin Avis Bentley, a schoolteacher who is an "ugly little girl in
white. . . brought here out of charity". Cowan is surprised, though,
to discover he is attracted to her mind, her ability to converse, and
her eyes, which are "full of sympathy". A passage that befits Agnes
in her weaker moments in her diary explains Avis's own surprise:
There were nearly two hundred guests, but not one of them
apparently had seen anything attractive in poor little Avis.
She had not been included in the various walking and riding
parties; she had been neglected on the veranda, and she had
heard unpleasant remarks about the paucity of her wardrobe.
More than all, she had been a wallflower in the ballroom.
How she had envied Lilian the attention that young beauty
received! How she wished that she, too, might go circling
round and round to the music of the band! And how often
she had left the ballroom and run up to her own room on
the fourth floor, and there gazed at her ugly little face in the
glass until she fairly cried because of the impossibility of ever
becoming even one~tenth as lovely as Lilian! ...
These people had conceived the idea that the little
schoolteacher was not worth cultivating, and as she was too
shy and proud to make any advances towards friendship, she
had been thrown entirely on her own resources for amuse~
ment. She had often felt very dull and very lonely, and had
more than once wished herself back in her little third~story
room in the second~rate boarding house. There, at least, she
did not feel so utterly alone.
One day Avis overhears a conversation describing the experiment.
In tears, she tells Cowan she hates him. After he learns why, he
apologizes and explains that though he had not planned to fall in
love with her, he has, at which point they become engaged.
In "Laurel Camp, and What Came of It" Agnes becomes Bess
Fleming, an intellectual young lady with three brothers: Hal, Tom,
and Stephen ("Steenie"). At first, Valentine ("Val") Graham, a family
friend and woman~hater, vetoes her presence on a camping trip with
110
him and her brothers to "the jungles of New York State"; but when
the butler brings "Mr. Stephen" a note from Val saying he cannot
go because of "malarial fever", the opportunity arises for Bess and
Martha (apparently her maid) to go. The scene then shifts abruptly
to Laurel Camp, a fictional re,creation of a summer camp built by
the Crane family near the Mongaup River in August 1878. 9
After reading "Hiawatha['",] Bess daydreams that "the lofty trees
were the forest primeval, the 'lodge' a wigwam, and she herself a
dusky maiden awaiting the return of the stately red,skinned warriors
from the chase". Suddenly, a "gentleman" appears asking for direc,
tions out of the forest, and Bess, "fully awakened" but "with her
thoughts still tinged with 'Hiawatha' ", says "whimsically": "If the
pale,faced stranger tarry by this camp'fire until the warriors return,
they will guide him through the forest to the wigwam he seeks".
Understandably confused, he wants to leave but does not when she
says "the child of the bald,headed eagle will be obeyed" and when
her dog, Czar, growls. As she makes dinner for him, he is impressed
with "her occupation", "slim, lithe young form", and "rebellious dark
hair". Once her brothers return from gathering wood, she is shocked
to learn that the stranger is Val, now recovered from malaria. For
the next few weeks, while Bess is spuming him, he falls in love with
her. One day he finds her by the river, afraid to come down from
the tree she had climbed. At first she refuses his offer for help but
melts eventually and experiences "a new sweet light of self,revela,
tion" when he finally confesses his love. The story ends with their
returning to camp arm in arm.
Though the diary and short stories show that Agnes enjoyed read,
ing and writing sentimental fiction, her political commentary, "The
Cipher Dispatches", reveals her interest in current events, a more
serious side of her character, and a more confident command of her
pen. The last of her extant writings, this short piece is based on the
disputed Presidential election of 1876. On the first count of the elec,
toral votes, Samuel J. Tilden, the Democratic nominee, had re,
ceived 184, one short of a majority; Rutherford B. Hayes had 165.
The electoral votes in four states were disputed but eventually awarded
to Hayes. Two years after the election, the Republican New York
9. "Flagon". p. III,8. Agnes named the lodge at the summer camp "Saints' Rest";
in the story it becomes "Laurel Lodge".
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Daily Tribune published secret, encoded telegrams that revealed an
attempt by Tilden's agents first to lobby legally for disputed votes in
Florida and then to ask for permission from Tilden's headquarters to
offer a bribe of $50,000. Because the dispatch approving the bribe
lacked four words, it was unintelligible. A second dispatch arrived
too late, and the vote went to Hayes.
Starting with the 8 October 1878 issue, the Tribune made the
story front,page news for about two weeks. The dispatches were printed
along with translations and commentary as well as a legend that ex,
plained the code. For the next month, the Tribune capitalized on the
story by printing excerpts from papers around the country, letters to
the editor, and satirical verse. Though Tilden denied knowledge of
the dispatches, their appearance hurt him politically, and he suffered
more disgrace when other coded dispatches published on 16 October
showed that agents had planned to bribe South Carolina officials for
$80,000.
Agnes signed and dated the holograph on 18 October, though it
is unclear whether she submitted it to the Tribune for publication.
Had she sent it, her last name would have been recognized because
her brother Jonathan Townley Crane was a New Jersey shore corre,
spondent for the newspaper.
Agnes displays two characteristics that are, as James B. Colvert 10
has shown, central to Stephen Crane's work: the ironic point of view
and the theme of self,delusion. She criticizes such politicians as Til,
den who are entrapped by their own "egotistical self, images" and
Americans who "refuse to believe that their idol is only clay". Years
later Crane, in his fiction and correspondence, scorned people who
viewed heroes romantically. In The Red Badge of Courage, for exam,
pIe, Henry Fleming joins the Army in the heroic spirit of a Homeric
warrior, only to discover that war is not kind. Similarly, in a letter
to Elbert Hubbard, 1 May 1899, Crane criticized Andrew Summers
Rowan, an Army officer immortalized by Elbert Hubbard's "A Mes,
sage to Garcia". During the Spanish,American War, Rowan dutifully
delivered a message from President McKinley to General Garcia of
the Cuban revolutionaries. Hubbard glorified Rowan's obedience as
exemplifying the Gospel of Work, and leaders in business, govern,
10. James B. Colvert, "Structure and Theme in Stephen Crane's Fiction", Modem
Fiction Studies 5 (Autumn 1959): 199-208.
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ment, and the military quickly distributed copies of the article to
their employees. By 1913 more than forty million copies had been
printed. Crane wrote to Hubbard:
I have been working up some grievances against you. I object
strongly to your paragraphs about Rowan. You are more wrong
than is even common on our humble incompetant [sic] globe.
He didn't do anything worthy at all. He received the praise
of the general of the army and got to be made a lieutenant
col. for a feat which about forty newspaper correspondents
had already performed at the usual price of fifty dollars a
week and expenses. Besides he is personally a chump and in
Porto Rico where I met him he wore a yachting cap as part
of his uniform which was damnable. When you want to
monkey with some of our national heroes you had better ask
me, because I know and your perspective is almost out of
sight. II
Though no primary evidence suggests that Crane read "The Cipher
Dispatches", he certainly was exposed to his sister's ironic percep'
tion.
With few exceptions, the diary and commentary holographs are
printed without change. The days and dates, despite discrepancies in
sequence, have been reproduced as they appear in both the holo,
graph and the typescript. In one or two places, however, punctua,
tion has been added or modified to clarify the text, and an error has
been silently corrected. Unfortunately, the diary typescripts present
an unsolvable textual problem. When an error occurs, there is no
way of knowing whether Agnes or the typist made it; but in a few
cases the error is almost certainly typographical, e.g., "sepnt" for
"spent" and "espceially" for "especially". These kinds of mistakes
have been emended without comment, since in no way have the
corrections affected the meaning. Brackets and question marks to
signify questionable readings are those of the typist. Curled brackets,
{ }, are used editorially to reconstruct passages tom in the holograph
and to supply a missing word in the typescript. The few textual notes
appear with the explanatory notes.
11. R. W. Stallman and Lillian Gilkes, eds., Stephen Crane: Letters (New York:
New York Univ. Press, 1960), 220.
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Agnes Elizabeth Crane (1856-1884).
AGNES CRANE'S DIARY
18 November 1873 to 18 July 1874
[from the typed transcript]
Stephen was two years old.
Tuesday, November. 18th
The first snow,storm of the season. about four inches of snow fall last
night.
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Ma received a telegram saying Pa was sick12 and she left in the 3 o'clock
train. Sent a note to Clara's Mother and she let Clara come over.
Wednesday 19th
Clara and I read "Chris and Otho" 13 all day or more properly speaking I
read it to her.
Tuesday 20th
Clara went home early this morning.
Friday 21st.
Miss Cooke staid all night with me.
Saturday 22nd.
Pa and Ma came home in the noon train.
Pa much better than we had expected to see him. I went to Nelli's and
came home in the seven fifteen.
Tuesday 23rd
Went to Grace (episcopal) church with Ed.
To S. S.14 at St. Lukes with Clara and to St. Pauls in the evening.
24th
Kellie came up and we shopped.
Monday Oct. 24th.
Hear Dr. Sims 15 lecture on "My Neighbor and I."
Tuesday. 25th.
Took the "Wideview? Widower?"? 16 over to Clara's and read to her all
the afternoon and evening.
12. In "Flagon", p. n,2, Schoberlin quotes the telegram as reading "Dr Crane ill
come Grant". Because of illness, the Reverend Dr. Crane found it increasingly more
difficult to fulfill his religious duties.
13. Mrs. Smith, Chris and Otho.
14. Sunday School.
15. Charles N. Sims (1835-1908), a Methodist,Episcopal clergyman who held a
pastorate in Newark and later was the Chancellor of Syracuse University in 1891
when Stephen was a student there.
16. Most likely the typist had trouble reading "Widower". If so, Agnes is referring
to Mrs. Smith's The Widower; also, a True Account of Some Brave Frolics at Craigen,
fels (New York: Carleton, 1871).
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Wednesday 26th
Clara was over a little while in the evening.
Thursday 27th
John went away this morning.
Went to St. Pauls. Mr. ?Scran?Swan?
A bad omen for Thanksgiving Day none of our big boys or Nellie home
but we filled in with Miss Cooke, Clara, and FIet. Walters.
Friday
Made cake.
Saturday 29th
Ma and I spent the evening at Dr. Sims. I like Miss May.
Sunday Oct. 30th
Went with Clara and joined Dr. Sims bible class. Eve. Went to St.
Pauls with Miss Cooke.
Monday Dec. 19
Went to Dr. Sims lecture "Mindmarks of the Century."
Tuesday 2nd.
Clara came to tea made molasses candy.
Wednesday 3rd.
Clara popped in a minute.
Thursday 4th
Went out with Clara both morning and afternoon. Amy 17 had a spell
Ma at New York all day.
17. In "Flagon", p. II~2, Schoberlin identifies Amy as the unnamed girl described
by Crane in Thomas Beer, Stephen Crane: A Study in American Letters (New York:
Knopf, 1923), 49: "My mother was a very religious woman but I don't think that
she was as narrow as most of her friends or her family.... My brothers tell me
that she got herself into trouble before I was old enough to follow proceedings by
taking care of a girl who had an accidental baby. Inopportune babies are not part of
Methodist ritual but mother was always more of a Christian than a Methodist and
she kept this girl at our house in Asbury until she found a home somewhere. Moth~
er's friends were mostly women and they had the famous feminine aversion to that
kind of baby. It is funny that women's interest in babies trickles clean off the mat
if they have never met papa socially...." If this is the same girl, then Crane must
have meant "Newark" when he said "Asbury". Unfortunately, Beer is an unreliable
source.
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Friday 5th.
Spend the day at Nellie's.
Saturday, 6th
Swept.
Sunday 7th
Was out only to the Bible class.
Monday 8th.
Miss Sims called. Clara and I made some calls. Went to Dr. Sims Lec,
ture.
Tuesday 9th of Dec.
Nellie came up this morning and we went to ?visit? Bessie ?Crum? Nel,
lie and Bess left soon after dinner. Went to Dr. Sims to tea. Miss Lewis
was there. went to P.M.18
Wednesday 10th
Stephing and I went to Elizabeth.
Pa and Ma came down and we all took tea with Mrs. Osbern. Pa and
Ma. left at ten o'clock.
Thursday. 11 tho
Looked for Ma all day but it stormed.
Friday. 12th
Left Nellie's early with my ?baby? 19 found Ma getting ready to come.
Emmie Schuetz and Clara spent part of the afternoon with me. Spent· the
evening and stayed all night with Clara.
Saturday 13th.
Came home early for Ma and Pa went away for over Sunday. Miss
Cooke arrive. Clara came over to tea.
Sunday, Dec. 14th.
Went to S. S. but Gen. Runyon20 tonight instead of Dr. Sims.
Heard Dr. Sims in the evening.
18. Prayer Meeting.
19. The questionable reading is unfortunate because if Agnes did write "baby", it
would help confirm that she was both sister and surrogate mother to Stephen.
20. Theodore Runyon (1822-1896), Major General of the New Jersey National
Guard, was a widely admired career soldier and diplomat.
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Monday, 15th
Ma and I went to Jersey City to a meeting at Rev. Lowrie's21 Church
and then took tea with our friends the Clairs.
Tuesday 16th
Bessie came here from Elizabeth at 4:00.
We went up town. Clara came over and spent the evening.
Wednesday. 17th
Bess and I called on Emmie Schuetz.
?Emmie? and Clara came over and we made candy.
Thursday. 18th.
Bess and I spent the evening with Clara.
Friday 19th
A rainy day. Made cake.
Worked at fancy work for Christmas.
Saturday Dec. 20th
Nellie came up. Went to the depot with Bess. Ban came out to tea.
Sunday, 21st.
Went to Sunday School without Clara who is not well.
To church with Miss Van Ness.
Monday, 22nd.
Had the work to do today.
Went to Clara's to tea.
Tuesday 23rd
Sewing to~day. Went with Ma to Miss Chase's, and to P. M.
Wednesday, 24th.
Clara was over this evening.
"Peace on Earth". Christmas. 1873.
Went to six o'clock Prayer~meeting with Emily.
Received presents of a writing~desk from Clara, a volume of poems from
21. John Cameron Lowrie (1808-1900), a Presbyterian clergyman, author, and
missionary secretary who eventually settled in New Jersey.
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Ma, an embroidered mouchoir from Emily and pictures from Ed and Lon,
and a book from-ah well, I shall not tell wouldn't you like to know!
Took dinner and tea with Clara.
Friday Dec. 26th '73.
Nellie came up to dinner with us today.
Saturday. Dec. 27th.
Laura [Clipping]
[Death,notice of Dod Crane, daughter of Fred W. C. and Phebe T.
Crane, aged 2 years and 20 days. Funeral from the residence of her grand,
father Jacob S. Dod, at Lyons Farms. Burial Evergreen Cemetery.]
Attended the funeral of Fred's little Laura this morning.
John came home. Clara dropped in for a few minutes.
Sunday Dec. 28th.
Went to Bible Class with Clara. Dr. Sims resigned his position as
teacher to my great sorrow. Chancellor Runyon is his successor. Heard Dr.
Sims in the evening.
Monday. 29th.
Clara was over to tea.
Tuesday. 30th.
Clara and I went to P. meeting.
Wednesday 3Ig.
Clara and I went up town. Took tea with Clara, and then with William
and George we went to Watch Meeting.
Mr. Leary and Mr. Edge called today among others. Clara took dinner
with us.
Friday, 2nd
Nellie and Van spent the day with us. George left at noon.
Jan. 23rd
Began going to Miss Chase's school Monday Jan 5th. took tea with
Clara that night.
It has rained nearly all the week. have a terrible cold. Have not been
absent from school as yet.
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March 16, 1874.
Heigho. Here we are again. And how have you been since I parted
from you?
I have been to school quite regularly since I first began. was absent a
week with the neuralgia.
Joined "George Dunn Division No. 73. Sons of Temperance" on Mon,
day March 2nd.
Visited Newark Division. March 6th. and attended G. D. on the 9th.
That's everything of any importance that has happened. "When will I
come again?" Really I don't know perhaps tomorrow or two or three
months from now. O! I forgot to tell you I had been to Patterson and
Emma and Nora have been there. That's all.
Thursday, 25th.
Attended G. D. D. on Monday 16th.
Thursday 19th
Clara, Mr. Aber 22 and Mr. Kalisch came to spend the evening and we
had a candy pull. 23 next even went to Newark Division. Went to G. D.
D. on the 23rd.
Tuesday 24th?
Clara had a candy pull. Mr. Aber and myself were all that was there.
Wednesday 25.
Ah Bachor and Hi Sieng called in the evening.
Thursday 26th
Nellie spent the day in Newark. I stayed from school. In the evening
John George, Will Adams and myself played dominoes all the evening.
Bound Brook. 24 Wednesday. May 13th.
We have been here a week today. "Do I like it?" Oh. don't ask so
many questions how can I tell.
22. Although the typescript reads "Aber" here and elsewhere, Schoberlin be-
lieved that the name was "Abner" ("Flagon", p. II-3).
23. When Crane attended his sister's taffy-pulls, he received "a small golden glob,
which he kneaded and worked until it became the color of slate and the consistency
of glue. Disconcerted 'tch-tch's' disturbed him not at all as he divided the last of
the pitiful, sticky mess between his own mouth and Solomon's", his Newfoundland
retriever ("Flagon", p. II-4).
24. The Cranes moved to Bound Brook, New Jersey, in May 1874, when Rever-
end Crane, who was the Methodist Presiding Elder of the Newark district, asked for
and received a transfer to the Elizabeth district. As the diary makes clear, living in
Bound Brook was unpleasant for Agnes. She was lonely and suffered from neuralgia.
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Before I came I was in quite a whirl with the two Divisions. Clara,
Jake, Ev and I were often together. I shan't tell you anything about it,
Samantha, so you need not say a word. I· don't know whether I like them
both or neither of them. Will 25 has gone to College how do you think I
like that? I do not know a soul here so you may expect to see more of me.
There's one good thing about you, Samantha you never answer me back.
May 27th. 1874.
I haven't much to say now, Samantha, and plenty of time to say it in.
I've received one call for me personally. and-there-I'll tell you the truth
if no else-I'd just die here if it wasn't for my letters and studies and the
anticipations of Will's vacation and Clara's visit. So now then.
June 5th Friday.
Clara came down with J. Jr. Sat. May 30th. I was very much surprised
and delighted to see them especially as Ma was going away on Monday.
Ivanhoe came on Wednesday. Yesterday we went fishing (on a canal,
boat) in the Raritan 26 and caught a large shad.
This morning we got up at half past four-more fishing.
Ivanhoe and Clara left at eleven this morning. I expected to be lone'
some when they went but I am hardly equal to the task of getting the
better of my feelings. All that's left me now is our two muddy black skirts
and a black curl tied with a piece of rope.
Sunday 7th. JUNE.
I am so tired and disgusted with everyone that I've come to you for a
short talk. I never wrote, just for the sake of writing on Sunday before,
but I feel as if I must do something.
I've nothing to go to church in, and I want to see my Ma. Poor her!
This is a horrid, stupid old place and I hate it and everyone in it.
I wish we'd thought of going to the moon before we ever thought of
coming here. we're a precious lot of lunatics ever to have harbored such a
suggestion. the next person, male or female, white or black, young or old
who says to me "How du you 27 like Bound Brook by this time?" will just
have their heads amputated.
I haven't felt so ugly and despairing since I was homesick at Wyoming
25. Presumably her brother William.
26. Bound Brook is on the Raritan River.
27. Although the typescript reads "du like", in "Flagon", p. II-6, Schoberlin typed
"du you like". Because it is impossible to know whether the typescript was missing
a word or Schoberlin was emending the text silently, I have chosen Schoberlin's
version for readability.
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Seminary28 and may I be preserved from the memory even of that festive
occasion. Au Reservoir.
In looking over this record I can't see that I'm any better than I was
when I began over a year ago. I'm just as foolish (if not more so) just as
good,for,nothing. and just as horrid generally. When I see people who are
homlier than I, I'm glad of it, and when I see better'looking ones (which
is often) I try to think they put on airs, or are shallow, or ignorant.
I am eighteen and it's time I learned to be self,reliant & composed and
get over being silly, but it seems impossible.
Heaven help me, here and now, to live up to my ideal.
(Quite an outburst: feel better already.) Whew!
Monday June 15th, '74.
Calls today from Mr. and Mrs. Libbey and Mrs. Cone. Miss Stella
Baker called on Friday last. I guess I shall like her if ever I become ac,
quainted with her.
Actually "processed" on Saturday with the rest at the S. S. Union. My
dignity is vanishing or perchance sleepeth.
Sunday, July 5th.
Emma B. and Nellie came up on Wednesday 24th. Thursday we played
croquet home in the morning & went to Will Kingsbury's and played in
the afternoon. Ma who went away the day before returned. Nellie went to
her Aunt's Saturday and in the evening Will (who came from Wesleyan at
noon) John Emma & I went out on the river in the moonlight (and a
boat).
Emma and I went to church & S. S. Monday. Emma left in the after'
noon & Nellie came home with me.
Tuesday.
Will Kingsbury & Mr. Ned Slaight came over & played croquet. "Pill
Willsbury" is muchly superior to Mr. Ned Slaight in my estimation. at
least.
Wednesday. July 1st.
Nellie & Will left for E29 this noon.
28. Agnes's maternal grandfather founded Wyoming Seminary in the Wyoming
Valley of Pennsylvania, and her mother attended school there.
29. Elizabeth.
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Thursday.
John & I went to Mr. Bakers to tea. It rained. When we came home
found Emily and little Mary.
Friday.
Went to ?Finderno? I hate H. H.. . there.
Saturday.
Cousin William came in the morning and left at noon with Pa and Ma.
A very quiet 4th of July.
Sunday 5th.
Went out at night with Will and Grandpa.
Monday 6th.
Went to the depot with William.
Took tea at Mary La Montes. Was very much taken with Mora La
Monte, her cousin.
Tuesday. July 6th. 1874.
Mr. and Mrs. Baker, Stella and Lou were at our house to tea. Had a
good game of croquet.
Miss Van Ness came from M.
Wednesday July 7th.
Sewed on our white waists.
Thursday 8th.
Miss Van Ness departed, taking with her the irrepressable Josephine.
Friday 9th.
Hot, Hotter, Hottest. Couldn't keep cool.
Worked like a Trojan on my black dress.
Wednesday 18th.
"Miss Cooke" is a name of the past.
"Emily & Joe Harley" were made one this afternoon & left at six
o'clock as did Nellie also.
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10 August 1874 to 3 January 1875
[from the holograph]
Camp Tabor. 3D Monday Aug. 10th.
A party of us went to the "Rock House". The Baldwin's, Hobson's,
Beardslee's & Will and I. (A. L. didn't go because of I. De ho. Ho. ho.)
In the evening the young folks came over to sing but we didn't sing
much. Joe Clark spoil'd our evening by acting like a lunatic. I don't see
how Mollie Sim's stands him.
Tuesday Aug. 14th.
Played croquet all the morning. Came home (to Newark I mean) in the
3.10. 31
Newark. Friday. 12th
{Ca}lled on Emmie Schuetz who wasn't home. {I} took tea with Mary
Van Cleif and then {H}attie, Clara & I went to Newark Division.
I did not know whether I would be admitted or not, but Mr. Cressy
even gave me the pass. I played for them.
Mr. Cressy went down to Hattie's with me & we had "delmonico cream"
at twelve o'clock at night. Hoorar!
Saturday. Aug. 13th.
Mrs. Young, Clara and I went down to Elizabeth to spend the day.
Played croquet at Mrs. Osbrey's in the afternoon. Mrs Young left.
Sunday 16th.
Were in all day until evening we went to "Quality Hill" for a walk.
30. A Methodist camp. In "Flagon", Schoberlin quotes an unidentified source de,
scribing what Stephen and Agnes saw and heard at the Camp: "the preacher stamped
and raised his clenched hand to his head, and dashed it down, and, in a voice of
thunder, gave a terrific description of the final conflagration. '0 sinner, sinner,'
thundered the preacher, 'are you determined to take hell by storm? Are your bones
iron, and your flesh brass, that you plunge headlong into the lake of fire?' There
was an unbroken roar of fervent supplication, while the awful voice of the preacher
resounded above this tempest of prayer." Schoberlin added, "Stevie was frightened;
he clung to his sister's skirt, and wept" (p. II,8). Although Reverend Crane was
more liberal regarding salvation, Crane later rebelled in his life and work against
the fundamentalist orthodoxy of the angry Jehovah his father worshipped. A trau,
matic experience in a religious camp would help explain the rebellion.
31. The 3: 10 train.
124
Monday 17tho
Clara, Nellie, Mrs. Fulton and I played croquet in the morning. After
lunch Clarrisy and I came to Newark and thence to Roseville to see the
great Baseball match betwee{n} Newark and Geo Dunn Division's.
Met Mr. Cressey (he offered to take me to the mat{ch}) & I refused
thinking Id not be in Newark and he took us around and rode down with
us.
Geo. Dunn beat 52 to 28. Hip-pip-Went to G. D. D. so sleepy I
could hardly be circumspect. ran away from Tommie because we were too
sleepy to entertain him.
Tuesday. August. 18th.
Left Clara's at 9.10 having been there nearly a week. Met Pa at Eliza,
beth. Found all well but Alice 32 who groans dismally among her pots &
kettles.
Thursday. 19th.
Called on Miss Hoagland. Hot. (the weather not Miss Hoagland she's
rather icy)
Friday. 21 tho 33
Stella Baker's birthday. Went with John to her party. Owing to "cir,
cumstances over which they had no control" (I hope) the gentlemen none
of them came but Will Pillsbury & John.
After supper Cora Windsor & Aggie Wood {ma}nuvered & got W. P.
between them on the sofa {wher}e they staid all the evening. I thought
{h}e liked it but heard afterwards he "didn't enjoy himself". Cora W. was
very much afraid he would speak to me. ~ she his guardian, I dunno. If
so, why not?
At any rate he is safe from my 'wiles' for I will probably take a man of
my own size if I should trouble myself at all.
Saturday. August 22nd.
Alice & Ma both left. Alice for Newark, Ma for Ocean Grove. Vale!
Alice.
Sunday 23rd
Went to S. S. taking Stevie. 34 Meant to have gone to church at night
but John was sick.
32. Possibly the maid.
33. Agnes first wrote "20th", then wrote a "I" over the "a"; she forgot, though,
to change the "th" to "st".-
34. In "Flagon", p. 11;.3, Schoberlin notes that Crane "was enrolled in the primary
class [of St. Paul's] and received a gaudy,tinted lithograph each Sunday in reward".
125
Tuesday 25th.
Orfully tired of the work. Ma came home in the 9.10.
Wednesday 26th.
Stella and Louie to play croquet and to tea. Stella seems to think Aggie
Wood was not lady,like Friday albeit they where bosom friends.
Thursday. 27tho
Have come to the conclusion that the "Doctor's Daughter" although
fascinating is not a criterion for me. Am going 'to be a "D. D." of another
type but just as good if I can't be pretty or preternaturally smart. Sounds
audacious, don't it, Samantha? Don't mention it to anyone.
Friday. Aug. 28th.
Stella, Lou & Katie Cone called today.
Sat. 29th.
Ma, Pa & John all going away to be gone over Sunday.
Sunday. 30th.
Went to S. S. & to church in the evening.
August 31g.
Last~ of Summer.
"The last Rose of Summer" 35
Mamma and Will came at 6 o'clock. Will & I had a long "converse" on
{t}he front piazza.
Tuesday Ig of September.
{Tri}mmed my hat in the morning. georgous {?}hold with black silk
scarf & scarlet poppies. Made chocolate cake after dinner.
Wednesday 2nd.
Started for "Chimney Rock" at 9 o'clock with the S. S. Took a walk to
the falls before dinner. Was with Stella and Katie Cone all day. After we
came home Will translated Virgil to me all the evening.
Sept. '74.
Commenced going to the "Bound Brook Institute" today the 9th.
Nellie came up yesterday.
35. At this point Agnes pinned a rose to the page.
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Saturday 19.
was perfect in all my lessons all this week. rah! Last Wednesday orga,
nized a society to be called the "X. Y. Z". I am the President.
Sept. 28th.
Spent Saturday afternoon and evening at Stella's. met her uncle Will, a
young fellow of about twenty,three.
29th.
Went to church & Sunday School.
At school to,day. Have been perfect all day this week. (I mean last
week)
Jan. 3rd. 1875.
I have not written for some time not that there's been nothing to write
but I have been too busy to write.
I have studied, read, written, skated, gone to school, called and other
things of like import.
I have not said anything of Will since he left College in the spring. He
was sick this summer and was not able to go back but after being at home
all the fall & part of the winter he is well enough (or thinks he is) to
teach a school that was offered {hi}m in Lyons Farms (boarding with Nel,
lie) {and} left with Nellie and Van, who were here {for} New year's, yes,
terday. Oh, dear.
I am getting along well at school, but am just the horrid creature that I
always was. I wonder if it is too late for improvement in my case. I
dunno.
I am quite reconciled to B. B. now I am acquainted more, although I
do not think I should grieve much if we should leave. Carrie La Monte
and Katie Cone are my most intimates at school.
Carrie, May, Katie and myself have each chosen an aim in life and are
to meet in five years and report progress.
Carrie will devote herself to elocution, Katie to music and May to cap'
turing a husband. And I? Well I do not know.
First. I want to, must, be a better Christian. That is my first aim. I
want to be unostentatious but whole,souled in this if the rest has to go.
"Ich dien." Second. I want to be a lady in the fullest sens{e} of the word.
My motto for this "Noblesse oblige". And then. Oh dear me, I want a
classical & scienti{fic} educ{ation,} a thorough knowledge of the best liter,
ature, to {know} how to draw and paint and write.
I have no talents at all, just a quickness and aptness for two or three
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things. But I intend to plod on and see what comes. I might as well have
no aim as to have a lofty one like May's. Eh, wass?36
Ma often wants to know what I intend to do
11-14 November 1880
[from the typed transcript]
Fort Lee Nov. 11th. '80.
Some wiseacre has said that no one ever writes a journal but with the
idea that some one will read it after him and be impressed, I suppose, with
the lively character revealed thereby. However that may be with mankind
in general, I feel convinced that no such illusion now possesses me and
guides my pen. That I am twenty five years old, and no longer a senti,
mental girl in her teens, ought to effectually banish such a suspicion. It is
only that my vexations seem at times too great to be borne in silence. I
feel that I must express them and to whom can I? Coming from such an
oyster,like family there are few to whom I can speak freely and I have
learned, too, that people will talk to me with great vivacity about their
own troubles but grow inattentive when a reciprocal confidation~ver so
slight, is attempted. Poor Mother has trials enough of her own. I some,
times, during the past summer, have written to Joey B. or to Harvey,
when I was in a sad mood. But I always regret such unbosoments(?) after,
wards and feel that I have been weak. If they write back sympathizingly it
saddens me again and if they write gaily I feel as if someone had shut the
door in my face just when I wanted so badly to come in. (Who could
indulge in such a simile as that when writing for the public?) So here I am
going to give way to my feelings unrestrainedly. Here I can be mildly pro,
fane and none the wiser. Here I will not have ever before me the thought
that I am a governess and must therefore be a pattern of propriety. 37 And
just here is one of my present troubles. I am aware that my position here
is very uncertain. I know. I feel it in the atmosphere, that I am on proba,
tion. What more I can do to interest my pupil in her studies I do not
know. It is very hard for us both. Especially so to me in my inexperience
is the fact that my pupil has been heretofor so completely unrestrained
and uncontrolled.
36. Possibly a misspelling of the German word was.
37. In November Agnes began working as a governess for a Mr. W of Fort Lee,
New Jersey. As this passage makes clear, the appointment was a mistake. After a
week she was grateful when her mother asked her to return home to help manage
the household and to nurse her brother Jonathan's wife, Fannie, who was dying of
Bright's disease ("Flagon", pp. III,25,26).
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If she concludes that she cannot stand the confinement of study I rather
imagine that that will decide the matter.
What I shall do if I lose my place is a pleasing conundrum that I shall
postpone touching upon until the catastrophe occurs. I am trying my very
best to do my whole duty and give satisfaction. My troubles here are not
trifling (or do not now seem so) but then situations are so uncertain and
the "ills we know not of" to come after may be so much the greater that I
am going to stay if possible. Sometimes when Kittie is trying, her Father
so ignorantly insulting, her Mother so calmly critical or Miss Abbie so sar,
castic I feel that I would not stay another day if I had my Father to go
to. 38 Oh. my Father! Here is my greatest heartache. Sometimes. often. I
can not seem to believe that he is gone beyond where he can hear the
cries of his children and see their tears.
I get so tired of being self,reliant. To him I was a little girl. If I could
only feel his arms around me and cry all the ache out of my heart on his
breast perhaps I could be strong and brace again. I can say here with no
fear of being thought sentimental that I do think a woman's highest hap,
piness is in relying on one she loves.
I honestly believe in true marriages where one soul finds its comple,
ment, its need and real happiness in another.
But my ideal union is so high that I think perhaps one couple out of a
thousand or so attain it. This makes ones chances small and the risk great.
I could have, I think, liked and esteemed a gentleman I met this sum,
mer (I shan't give any names to be safe I may not risk other people's se,
crets) and but for this perhaps quixotic notion been now a fiancee but I
could not act against my better nature. If God has for me one of these
true soul mates I shall consider it a blessing indeed. If he has not I shall
remain all my life a victim to my romantic(?) ideal like an odd slive
(sleeve, slave?). Oh, Agnes, Agnes! are you indeed still looking through
the rose tinted, trusting glasses of ignorant youth? Which ~ the truth? Am
I wise or is Miss Abbie's the true wisdom? Miss abbie with her prosaic,
practical views of life and love. If I am deluded, may my enlightenment be
far distant. "Where ignorance is bliss" or at least, happy trust in the nob,
ler, better side of mankind tis indeed folly to be wise.
Friday Nov. 12.
Feel altogether pretty well satisfied with my weeks work. Mr. W- tried
in vain today to trip Kittie on the multiplication table. A signal victory.
Perhaps though if he were to view her essay on "dergs" written this
afternoon he would not consider it as finished a production as one might
38. Reverend Crane died on 16 February 1880.
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expect from a mature maiden of eleven years. They do expect so much of
the child.
Made the fourth pilgrimage to the P.O. 39 for this week. It is a strange
thing that I cannot become reconciled to that walk. Finished my panel (in
pencil) for Mother.
Sunday Nov. 14th
It is a good idea for me to write "Sunday" for it will be one more thing
to remind me that there ~ a Sabbath day.
I wish I was a better girl. Sometimes I feel strong and brave to do right
and then temptation comes and away I go.
I ought to have written here yesterday for I was lighthearted then and
tonight not. I go up and down like a child on a see,saw.
Tonight it is all because Mrs. W- and Miss Abbie were giving me a
going,over because my Mother sent for me. Kittie joined in. I spoke to
her and upon her leaving the room, waiving the point at issue, I said that
they ought not to have taken me to task before Kittie for she would not
respect me. Mrs. W- said "she don't now." Whatever was her motive for
that gratuitous insult (and I honestly, believe it an untruth besides) it
penetrated my thin skin and I had all I could do to restrain my weeps
until dinner was over and I could escape to my room. I never used to be
such a baby but now I seem to have lost all control over myself.
A! They seem to mean to be kind to me but they want to put their oars
into everything. If my Mother, Bless her! sees fit to make me clothes its
none of their business. (I'm safe to speak my mind now.)
In our walk to the Post this afternoon Miss Abbie sought to impress it
on my youthful and unsophisticated (so she evidently considers it) mind
that now I had arrived at an age when I would have nothing but sorrow.
So it appears.
Sometimes I think I decidedly lack spirit, to take in an apparently re,
signed way the mean things Mr. W- and now his wife say to me. But it
would only lose me my place to answer back.
Green as Miss Abbie considers me, I know that they have not come in
contact with enough of the world to have become enlarged and reason,
able. Ignorant and narrmv,minded, I could only make them raging angry
at me-they can not argue.
But in the meantime I wish I were a pachyderm. It's ridiculous how
these things wound one. They are not worth a tear, I well know, but-
As Harvey wrote in that (?)heavy, or busy(?) article of his I do not
seem to be able to get along without love and sympathy. If they could
39. Post office.
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give me that I would never have a feeling of scorn or ridicule for the com,
ical mistakes they make, never. Now, I feel as much alone as if I dwelt in
the Feejee Islands with the savages. I believe Miss Abbie to be right in
one thing I have been spoiled before I came here. I have never yet been
anywheres for any length of time without finding someone who loved me
and valued me much above my worth.
What would not an affectionate soul like Stella's or Allie's be to me
now?
Well, and so we wag on. "Part the time on foot and the rest of the
time walking."
If I'm to be wretched all my life (but I don't believe) here's a good be'
ginning.
Nov. 18th. '80.
Today things are very lovely and I hasten to write before clouds arise in
our horizon.
Tuesday was the ninth month since Father died. I kept my courage up
all day but when I went to the Post office expecting to get letters from Jo
and Harvey and perhaps Walker and was disappointed in all I couldn't feel
so brave. It does help me to get bright, pleasant letters from my friends.
Yesterday Mr. W- got as far toward making me comfortable for the
winter as to put a stove in my room.
This effort encourages me to think I am to stay; although, the stove,
pipe connections not being made, the stove is as yet neither useful nor
ornamental.
Finished this morning the pen,and,ink etching of "Tressy" that I began
last night. Next week at this time I hope to {be} in the bosom of my fam,
ily. (?)Newark(?)
THE CIPHER DISPATCHES.
Time passes so swiftly, and yet so monotonously, to the busy students of
the Institute 40 in their routine of duties that they scarcely realize, or heed,
the matters that are agitating the busy old world beyond their campus. Just
now there is unusual excitement pervading all circles over a huge budget
of telegrams, that were captured, in some mysterious way, by the New
York Tribune and date back to the time of the electoral count in '76.
These enigmatical messages passed-nearly all of them-between S. J.
Tilden's residence and Northern politicians in various sections of the
country, and were written in cipher.
40. Possibly Bound Brook Institute, which Agnes attended.
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Top page of Agnes Crane's "The Cipher Dispatches" with its brass pin fastener.
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It is said that a Yankee "guesses" when a Southerner "reckons" but that
the Yankee can guess as well as the Southerner can reckon, and here was
a task worthy of the yankee ingenuity. Nearly four hundred telegrams of
which this is a fair sample of intelligibility-"Nov. 30 '76. To H. H. 15
West 17th. St. N. Y. Fetch Daniel to that see wire Charles private Moses
Captain contracts abstain the children. This Jane from is Israel of. Fox."
It seems almost incredible! but keen minds with systematic effort have un,
tangled the whole snarl of words, and the Tribune began the publication
of the telegrams, translations, and keys on the 8th of this month.
No one who follows out, step by step, these translations and the meth,
ods by which they were reached, can doubt their perfect accuracy or fail
to realize that attempts were made to purchase the electoral vote in at
least two states only failing, in one instance, through a delayed telegram.
Although no truehearted patriotic person can read this record without sor,
rowing over the fact that an honest, honorable politician is such a rara
avis; or feeling very keenly this disgrace of our republic, yet the phases of
human nature it has developed are very interesting and even amusing.
Here and there an editor, through the columns of his paper, or a
gentleman, in private conversation, stands sturdily up for the right what'
ever befalls his party. And one can not but admire, while yet wondering if
there is on the whole extent of the troubled waters of the political sea a
single ship that will ever steer toward the Polar Star of Right.
There are others who are like the boy who being called a thief never
stops to deny the accusation but yells lustily "you're another". These de'
clare that Mr. Tilden, alias Russia,41 alias Denmark42 is too busy to rise
and explain anything that ~eems strange in these telegrams.
They represent him as being deeply absorbed in deciphering a huge pile
of telegrams and preparing to electrify the whole world with unanswerable
proofs of someone else's depravity.
Too busy preparing to shout "you're another" to clear his own character
for truth and honor.
Others refuse to believe that their idol is only clay. They declare pit,
eously that Russia, Denmark etc. is the soul of honor and hold up their
hands in horror at the profane paper that goes so far as to give to the
world an innocent man's harmless correspondence.
A number of the most blackening dispatches are from Manton Marble 43
41. "Russia" was Tilden's name in the dispatches.
42. "Denmark" was Tilden's nephew, Colonel W. T. Pelton, who was involved
in sending and receiving dispatches.
43. One of Tilden's agents involved in the attempted bribery of a Florida electoral
voter.
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alias "Moses Mobble" alias "polysyllabic Moses" to Russia. Manton Marble
who in sesquipidalian words has been hurling scorching epithets at those
who would "offer to the highest bidder the sacred muniments of the presi,
dential title".
Who strove so frantically to drag out somebody's fraudulency into the
"keen bright sunlight of publicity" and who for days after these develope,
ments, the "bright sunlight of publicity" sought in vain. In vain the inde'
fatigible New York reporters haunted his house and office-at his home
they were even met by the certainty "he is not at home" and the equally
unvarying uncertainty as to when he would be in. His office seemed to
know but him as a tradition and fears being entertained that the ark had
proved his sarcophagus he began to be spoken of as the "late Moses Mob,
ble".
At this critical juncture J. G. Bennett 44 came to the rescue, and, to
quote "added to his African laurels 45 the greener chaplet of the explora,
tion of the ark and the discovery of Moses". 46
The feeble voice which emanated from the ark stated that the chief co'
parcener had been, at last, induced to "look over the Tribune" and indig,
nantly denied being the author of a telegram of minor importance which
no one had charged to him.
The ends of Justice ought now to have been met-the ark has been
pried open and Moses has admitted that he "has looked over the Trib,
une".
44. James Gordon Bennett (1841-1918), editor of the New York Herald.
45. Bennett hired Henry M. Stanley to search in Africa for David Livingstone,
and the Herald reported the story in detail.
46. Once the story about the dispatches broke, news reporters had trouble locating
and getting responses from Tilden and his agents. On 16 October, the Tribune
printed that "Mr. Manton Marble has at last been discovered. James Gordon Ben,
nett is the heroic explorer who adds this greener chaplet to the African laurels he
has already won. At Mr. Bennett's request, Mr. Marble has been 'induced to look
over The Tribune' " and declared himself "Not Guilty" (p. 6).
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The Stephen Crane Collection at
Syracuse University
BY EDWARD LYON
The acquisition of the Melvin H. Schoberlin Collection provides
the welcome occasion for a review of Syracuse University's book and
manuscript holdings on Stephen Crane. Originally formed through
the determined scholarly interest of the first rare book librarian, Les,
ter G. Wells (1894-1972), the holdings now comprise more than a
dozen individual collections. There are Crane letters and manu,
scripts, correspondence of publishers and contemporaries, memora,
bilia donated by the family, reminiscences by Syracuse University
classmates, research files of Crane scholars, and the Crane book col,
lections assembled by Melvin H. Schoberlin and Ames W. Williams.
Melvin H. Schoberlin, visiting Syracuse University during his 1948
research tour of libraries and Crane sites in the Northeast, called at
the library and presented a copy of The Red Badge of Courage, as
translated into French in a prewar edition, La Conquete du Courage
(Paris: Les Libertes fran~aises, 1939), to a special collections depart,
ment that lacked most of the Crane rarities. The gift was acknowl,
edged on 20 May by Wharton Miller, the library director, who ad,
mitted that the library had made a late start in collecting Crane and
urged Schoberlin to "remember that Syracuse, though not too fat in
its special collections budget, would welcome an opportunity to offer
a home for Crane material". Thus, in advance of the Crane revival
of the 1950s, Syracuse University had begun to collect the works of
Crane, who was briefly a student in 1891, and in Lester G. Wells it
had the skilled librarian to pursue the search.
In George Arents (1875-1960), book collector and friend of li,
braries, Syracuse University found a donor equal to the challenge of
building a research collection on Stephen Crane. Indeed, the origi,
nal Syracuse University Crane Collection was largely the gift of George
Arents, who donated letters, manuscripts, and first editions, includ,
ing a presentation copy of the yellow,wrapped 1893 Maggie. He made
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possible the acquisition of the biographically important letters to Nellie
Crouse, as well as Crane letters and memorabilia from Corwin Knapp
Linson, the artist in whose studio Crane read Civil War accounts for
The Red Badge of Courage. These donations complemented his acqui,
sition of the Crane book collection formed by the Crane bibliogra,
pher Ames W. Williams, which arrived at Syracuse in 1950. A de,
scription of this material was published as Appendix Three, "The
George Arents Stephen Crane Collection at Syracuse University" in
Stephen Crane's Love Letters to Nellie Crouse, edited by Edwin H.
Cady and Lester G. Wells (Syracuse University Press, 1954), pp.
75-87. This book presented all the Crane letters then at Syracuse
and constituted the first separate publication of Crane letters in book
form; the donor's devotion to this collection is reflected in its dedi,
cation "to George Arents whose love of books has greatly aided this
"one.
'* '* * '* * '* '* * '* *
'* *
'* THE *
* GJEOJR.GJEARlEN'fS *
* ~~ *
'* '*
*
COLLECTION
*
'* ~ *
* *
* * * '* * * '* * * *
* *SYRACUSE'UNIVERSITY' LIBRARY
* *
* * '* * '* '* * * * *
Among other collections are the papers of George Peck (1 797-
1876), Stephen Crane's maternal grandfather, and researchers' cor,
respondence with Crane's niece, Edith F. Crane (1886-1961). Crane
scholars are well represented in the collections. There are small groups
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of correspondence of Crane biographers Thomas Beer, John Berry,
man, and R. W. Stallman. (The surviving Thomas Beer Papers are
at Yale University, the John Berryman Papers are at the University
of Minnesota, and the R. W. Stallman Papers are at the University
of Connecticut.) Correspondence files and research notes were do,
nated by Lillian B. Gilkes, biographer of Cora Howorth Stewart (1865-
1910), Crane's common,law wife.
Detailed summaries of the Syracuse University Stephen Crane
holdings follow by category.
LETTERS
Stephen Crane's letters are so widely scattered that no one insti,
tution or collector can claim a predominant share. Of those so far
identified, Syracuse University holds approximately one quarter. With
the appearance of the article "New Stephen Crane Letters in the
Schoberlin Collection" by Paul Sorrentino and Stanley Wertheim in
this number of the Courier, all the Stephen Crane letters at Syracuse
University to date are now published. The seventy,nine original Crane
letters at Syracuse are the following;
To Nellie Crouse, seven letters, 31 December 1895 to 1 March
1896, a total of 50 pages.
To James B. Pinker, Crane's English literary agent, twenty, three
letters, 1899-1900.
To Paul Revere Reynolds, Crane's American literary agent, twenty,
six letters, 1897-99.
To Louis C. Senger, Jr., a cousin of the painter, illustrator Corwin
Knapp Linson, eleven letters and postal cards, 1895-97.
To other correspondents, twelve letters, 1890-99. Among these
addressees are Viola Allen, Armistead Borland, Lucius L. Button,
Willis B. Hawkins, Corwin Knapp Linson, and the publishers Cope,
land and Day.
Additionally, Syracuse holds five letters, 1893-99, addressed to
Crane; forty, two letters, 1899-1904, of Cora Crane (thirty,five of
them addressed to James B. Pinker) and one letter, 1910, addressed
to her; and more than one hundred letters, 1894-1954, from Crane's
contemporaries that relate to him or his works.
MANUSCRIPTS
Seventeen Stephen Crane manuscripts include his earliest surviv,
ing manuscript, written when he was about nine, the childhood verse
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"I'd Rather Have"; poems from The Black Riders (1895) and War Is
Kind (1899); and the Whilomville story "The Angel,Child". Are,
cent addition is a typescript of one of the Sullivan County Sketches,
"An Explosion of Seven Babies", the gift of William P. Tolley in
1984.
Most of these manuscripts were known to the editors of the Uni,
versity of Virginia edition of The Works of Stephen Crane (1969-76)
and are credited to either Syracuse University or Melvin H. Schob,
erlin; they are listed in briefest form. Some recent additions were
unknown to the editors of the Virginia edition, and one provides a
holograph copy'text. These additions are described in fuller detail.
"Across the Covered Pit" Typed manuscript, 3 p.
"The Angel,Child" Autograph manuscript, 10 p., ink.
"A Desertion" Autograph manuscript, 2 p., pencil.
[A Detail] Autograph manuscript, 7 p., pencil.
"An Explosion of Seven Babies" Typed manuscript, 8 p.
"Fast Rode the Knight" (poem) Autograph manuscript signed, 1 p.,
ink.
"Greed Rampant" Typed manuscript, 3 p.
"I looked here / I looked there" (poem) Autograph manuscript, 1 p.
"I'd rather have" (poem) Autograph manuscript, 2 p. on 1 leaf, ink.
ca. 1879-80.
"In a large vaulted hall" (poem) Autograph manuscript, 1 p., pencil.
"In Heaven, / Some little blades of grass" (poem) Autograph manu,
script, 1 p., ink.
"1ack" Autograph manuscript, 7 p., ink.
"Lines" (cover title) Typescripts of five poems: "The impact of a
dollar upon the heart", "My Cross!", "The successful man has thrust
himself", "A god came to a man", and "One came from the skies",
1 p. cover + 3 p. text.
[A little ink more or less!] "What? / You define me God with these
trinkets?" (poem, lines 7-19 only) Autograph manuscript signed,
1 p., ink. At the foot of the manuscript is Crane's note to Elbert
Hubbard: "Oh, Hubbard, mark this well. Mark it well! If / it is
over,balancing your discretion, inform me. / S. C."
" '01' Bennett' and the Indians" Autograph manuscript, 3 p., ink.
"Prologue" Autograph manuscript signed, 1 p., brown ink on ruled,
wove paper (311 x 210 mm.). Purchase, 1985.
138
"Should the wide world roll away" (poem) Autograph manuscript, 1
p., ink.
PRESENTATION INSCRIPTIONS AND ANNOTATIONS
Presentation inscriptions by Crane are rare, although not so rare
as to justify the description "almost unknown" in an early biblio,
graphic checklist. Syracuse has sixteen such inscriptions or annota,
tions, not counting its four copies of The Lanthom Book (New York:
The Sign 0' the Lanthom [1898]), each of which is signed by Crane
at the end of his story "The Wise Men". Additional books, signed
by Crane and once owned by him, are listed below in the section on
Crane's library. The inscriptions range in date from 1889 (a rare
"Stephen T. Crane" signature, an indication of his conjectured mid,
dIe name) to 1900 and a wish for a "long 20th Century" just after
the New Year's hemorrhage that presaged his death five months later.
Because not all of these have previously been published, these in,
scriptions and annotations are listed with full detail. Many of them
display Crane's typically undotted i's and j's and uncrossed t's.
To Armistead Borland, in an autograph album signed by classmates
at Claverack College and Hudson River Institute: "You little Annex
- / That would be on a level / With desperados and the like / Four
to one / Is'nt much fun / For the fellow the kids go to fight / Very
sincerely / Your friend / Stephen T. Crane / N. Y C. / C. C. & H. R. I.
/ April 4, 1889"
To Armistead Borland, in a second autograph album signed by Clav,
erack classmates: "Ah! Tommie! when you / get back to Dixie, re,
member / how often you used to / be fired out of # 11 7 and / how
you always came / directly in again / Your sincere friend / Stephen
Crane / CC&HR.I / March 10, 1890"
To Lucius L. Button, in a copy of "A Souvenir and a Medley: Seven
Poems and a Sketch" (The Roycroft Quarterly, May 1896), on the
title page, in pencil: "Go to hell! / C."
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To Camilla Ingalls, in a copy of Pictures of War (London: William
Heinemann, 1898), on the front free endpaper, in ink: "To Camilla
/ With affectionate, always / affectionate, remembrances / of the au,
thor. / Stephen Crane / Brede Place / June 8, 1899."
To Mrs. Edward Pease, in a copy of The Monster and Other Stories
(New York and London: Harper & Brothers, 1899), on the prelimi,
nary leaf, in, ink: "Dear Mrs Pease: I am rejoicing / in the Russian
raiment and I / am sure nobody but you could / have thought of it.
It is the / very kind of thing I like. A / long 20th Century to you
and / yours. / Stephen Crane / Brede Place / Jan 4, 1900"
To Charles J. Pike, on the cover of a copy of Maggie: A Girl of the
Streets [New York, 1893], in ink: "To my friend / Charles J. Pike /
Stephen Crane. / May 10th, 1896." The title MAGGIE is set off top
and bottom by wavy rule in the same ink as the inscription. The
typeset "By / JOHNSTON SMITH / Copyrighted" is followed by the
holograph signature "Stephen Crane." Laid in this volume is Charles
J. Pike's memorandum, dated at Clinton, Conn., 1 April 1930, "How
I came into possession of my copy of 'Maggie' (lg edition) by Ste,
phen Crane".
To Charles F. Pope, in a copy of The Red Badge of Courage (New
York: D. Appleton and Co., 1896), on the preliminary leaf, in ink:
"To Charles F. Pope / With the regards of / Stephen Crane / Jack,
sonville, Fla., Jan. 8, 1897."
To Louis C. Senger, Jr., in a copy of Maggie das Strassenkind (Leipzig:
Georg H. Wigand's Verlag, 1897), on the title page, in pencil: "Dear
Louis: / Have this from / S.C. "
To J. G. Widrig, in a copy of The Little Regiment, and Other Episodes
of the American Civil War (New York: D. Appleton and Co., 1896),
on the front free endpaper, in pencil: "To my friend / J. G. Widrig
/ (USS Scorpion) / From Stephen Crane / Havana / Nov 24/ 1898."
In a copy of George's Mother (London and New York: Edward Ar,
nold, 1896), on the title page, in ink: "Stephen Crane / June 6,
1899."
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In a copy of The Red Badge of Courage (New York: D. Appleton and
Co., 1896), on the title page, in ink: "Stephen Crane"
In a copy of War Is Kind (New York: Frederick A. Stokes Co., 1899),
annotations possibly by Stephen Crane in ink on page [8] and in red
pencil on pages 69, 70, 71, 77, 82, 83, 85, 86, 87, 88, 90, 91, 92,
95, and 96; annotations possibly by Cora Crane in blue pencil on
pages 22 and 45; and erasures on pages [8], 25, and [79].
On the mount, verso, of a photograph of Claverack College, in ink,
undated: "A place around which tender(?) memories cling."
On the mount of a photograph of Crane, taken by Corwin Knapp
Linson in 1894 and pasted inside the front cover of Linson's anno'
tated copy of Thomas Beer's Stephen Crane: A Study in American
Letters (1923), in ink: "Always yours / Stephen Crane / April 17,
94"
On a half,sheet of folded stationery, now tipped in John S. May,
field's copy of The Little Regiment and Other Episodes of the American
Civil War (New York: D. Appleton and Co., 1896), in ink: "May
you never lack autographs. / Stephen Crane."
On a half,sheet of unprinted stationery, in ink: "May . 1900 / Brede
Place / Sussex / England / To / My wife / Stephen Crane". Cora
Crane enclosed this dedication inscription in her letter of Sunday
[probably 20 May 1900] to James Pinker saying "Mr. Crane wants
this dedication put in 'The O'Ruddy' book. He wants it dated from
Brede Place." Crane's novel The O'Ruddy was unfinished at his death
on 5 June 1900; completed by Robert Barr, it carried no dedication
when it was published in 1903.
BOOKS FROM CRANE'S LIBRARY
A partial reconstruction of Crane's library is possible from the book
inventories that Cora Crane prepared, but the "Crane library must
be a Platonic concept because the Cranes moved so frequently". [See
James E. Kibler, Jr., "The Library of Stephen and Cora Crane" in
Proof: The Yearbook of American Bibliographical and Textual Studies 1
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(1971): 199-246. A check of the titles in Kibler's list, pp. 227-43,
"Cora Crane's List of Books Brede Place" against Syracuse Univer,
sity's library holdings has uncovered no books formerly owned by
Crane other than those listed below.] Many of the books are lost, in
part because Cora's effects-including a lot of 176 books-were auc,
tioned on the steps of the Duval County courthouse in Jacksonville
in 1911.
Surprisingly, no record has been found to date that Stephen Crane
presented any books to Syracuse University. Still, the library is for'
tunate to hold a number of books that were once in his possession-
and a much larger quantity of books that belonged to his family.
These latter books, mostly from Peck family libraries to which Crane
might have had access, are summarized under "Gifts of the Peck and
Crane Families". Books formerly owned by Crane (none of them
with marginalia by him) are the following:
Crane, Stephen. Maggie: A Girl of the Streets. [New York, 1893].
This copy of the 1893 Maggie was once Crane's own, according to
Charles J. Pike's memorandum, which accompanies the volume:
How I came into possession of my copy of "Maggie" (1g
edition) by Stephen Crane.
I knew Crane intimately. He lived for eighteen months or
more with me, in my studio on the third floor front of the
old building that stood just where the Sachs building now
stands--{)n the corner of 33rd St. and 6th Ave New York.
My copy of "Maggie" was Stephen Crane's own personal signed
copy, which he occasionally opened. He had promised to
give me a copy of "Maggie," but being unable to find a new
one, he ultimately gave me his own-after he had inscribed
it, and drawn the two wavey lines on the front
cover.... Although I cannot prove it, I have always be'
lieved that this copy of "Maggie" was the last (1st edition)
Stephen Crane ever owned and used personally.
April Ig 1930. Charles J. Pike. Clinton Conn.
Lamb, Charles. Detached Thoughts on Books and Reading. (Boston:
Privately printed for Herbert Copeland and F. H. Day and their friends,
Christmas, 1894). Signed in pencil "Stephen Crane" on the front
wrapper. The firm of Copeland and Day, which held the manuscript
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of Crane's first volume of poetry during much of 1894, finally pub~
lished The Black Riders in May 1895.
Ryan, Marah Ellis. Told in the Hills. (Chicago and New York: Rand,
McNally & Co., 1891). Title page and half~title are supplied in pho~
tocopy. Pasted on the dedication page is an oversized signature "Ste~
phen Crane.", clipped from the front wrapper of the University Her,
ald, a student publication at Syracuse University, undated but
presumably 1891, and showing its decorative border. Written on the
dedication page in an unidentified hand: "Property / of / Stephen
Crane. [monogram combining the letters d and Y] / Ex~Syracuse~
'94. / Author of 'Red Badge of Courage'." Gift of Carl E. Dorr.
GIITS OF THE PECK AND CRANE FAMILIES
In four generations, Stephen Crane's family presented books and
family memorabilia to the university of which his granduncle, the
Methodist Episcopal bishop Jesse Truesdell Peck, had been a founder
and early benefactor. Bishop .Peck's immediate family counted at least
seven authors with more than fifty separately published titles; and,
of course, both of Crane's parents wrote extensively, contributing
especially to the religious press. This family literary heritage is doc~
umented by these gifts.
Books from the library of Crane's uncle, George Myers Peck (1820-
1897), arrived at Syracuse University in September 1900 and can
still be identified in the general book stacks by their memorial book~
plate as "part of the Library of Rev. Geo. M. Peck, who died at
Scranton, Pa., February 16, 1897, and . . . presented by his son,
Wm. H. Peck". Also in 1900, William J. Peck, Syracuse 1896, pre~
sented books for a Peck Alcove in the library as a memorial to Jesse
Truesdell Peck, his grandfather. In 1959, Crane's niece, Edith Flem~
ing Crane, presented two items of her grandfather, the Reverend
Jonathan Townley Crane: the printed sermon Christian Duty in Re,
gard to American Slavery and an anonymous, undated oil portrait. In
1961, a gift by Mrs. William Joseph Peck of 256 selected books in~
cluded two literary efforts of Crane's uncle, Luther Wesley Peck (1825-
1900), The Golden Age (New York: E. Goodenough [1858]) and The
Flight of the Humming Birds: A Poem (New York: Hunt & Eaton;
Cincinnati: Cranston & Curtis, 1895), the Peck family Bible, and
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presentation copies of Jonathan Townley Crane's books to his father,
in,law, the Reverend George Peck (1797-1876). With this gift came
books from the Crane family library, including a copy of Thomas
Bailey Aldrich's Poems (Boston: Ticknor and Fields, 1865), signed
on the title page by Crane's brother and sister "Wilbur F. Crane /
Dec 27/89" and "Agnes E. Crane". These gifts were supplemented
by the purchase in 1972 of the papers of the Reverend George Peck.
MEMORABILIA AND OTHER MISCELLANEA
Syracuse's collection of legal documents, memorabilia, photo,
graphs, and reminiscences of Crane has been considerably strength,
ened by the holdings of the Schoberlin Collection and now numbers
nearly one hundred items. Photographs by Corwin Knapp Linson
and photographs of Cora Crane join holdings in the Ames W. Wi!,
liams Collection and individual gifts by George Arents. Itemized lists
of holdings are available in the library.
OTHER COLLECTIONS
Day, Cyrus Lawrence (1900-1968). Research notes on the sinking
of the Commodore, assembled in the preparation of his article "Ste,
phen Crane and the Ten,foot Dinghy" in Boston University Studies in
English 3 (Winter 1957): 193-213. Gift of Mrs. Cyrus L. Day, 1982.
Flack, Alonzo (1823-1885). Lectures on various subjects, approx,
imately 425 pages, n.d., with other papers, ca. 1878. Flack was pres,
ident of Claverack College and Hudson River Institute. Gift of Alonzo
Flack II, 1934.
French, Mansfield Joseph (1872-1953). Papers, 1893-1952, of a
Syracuse University classmate of Crane and the pitcher on the 1891
baseball team. Gift of Mrs. Mansfield J. French, 1957. A gift by
Mansfield J. French in 1952 included letters exchanged with class'
mates giving their recollections of Crane; a photograph of the 1891
Syracuse University baseball team; and the baseball used in the 1891
game with Hobart College.
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Gilkes, Lillian Barnard (1902-1977). Papers, 1922-66, including
correspondence files and research notes for her Cora Crane: A Biog,
raphy of Mrs. Stephen Crane (1960). Other files relate to her editing
with R. W. Stallman of Stephen Crane: Letters (1960). Gift of Lillian
B. Gilkes, 1965.
Herzberg, Max John (1886-1958). Correspondence, 1921-30, with
Crane admirers. Herzberg was president, 1924-30, of the Stephen
Crane Association, Newark, N.J. Acquired with the Melvin H.
Schoberlin Collection, 1984.
Jones, Claude Edward (b. 1907). Correspondence, 1932, in the
form of questionnaires returned by Crane's classmates at Syracuse
University for the preparation of Jones's article "Stephen Crane at
Syracuse" in American Literature 7 (March 1935): 82-84. Acquired,
in part, with the Melvin H. Schoberlin Collection, 1984.
Linson, Corwin Knapp (1864-1959). "Stephen Crane: Memories
and Appreciation" Successive drafts of Linson's memoir, published
in 1958 as My Stephen Crane. Acquired, in part, with the Melvin H.
Schoberlin Collection,! 1984. Purchases from Corwin Linson in 1954
included his notes on sources used by Crane in The Third Violet; his
annotated copy of Thomas Beer's biography; and Crane photographs.
Mayfield, John Simon (1904-1983). Correspondence, 1954-66,
exchanged with Crane scholars, including Lillian B. Gilkes. John S.
Mayfield was curator of rare books and manuscripts at Syracuse Uni,
versity, 1961-71.
Noxon, Frank Wright (1873-1945). Correspondence, 1926-40,
exchanged with Crane admirers and contemporaries. Frank W. Noxon
was a Delta Upsilon fraternity brother of Crane at Syracuse Univer,
sity.
Peck, George (1797-1876). Papers, 1820-76, including approxi,
mately 1000 incoming letters, with sermons and memorabilia. Peck,
a Methodist Episcopal elder and editor, was the maternal grandfather
of Stephen Crane. Correspondents include Jonathan Townley Crane,
Jesse Truesdell Peck, and other members of the Peck family. Pur,
chase, 1972.
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Schoberlin, Melvin H. (1912-1977). Research files and corre,
spondence, 1932-50, assembled in the preparation of his unpub,
lished biography "Flagon of Despair: Stephen Crane"; with later cor,
respondence to 1974. Successive drafts of "Flagon of Despair" and
the final typescript (1950) of sections 1-3 in thirteen chapters, 392
pages total, but without the final chapter, "The Price of the Har,
ness", which is available only in draft form. Collection of sixty,two
Stephen Crane letters and seven manuscripts, with thirty,nine letters
of Cora Crane, and documents, photographs, and family memorabi,
lia. (Total 9 linear feet.) Also, Melvin H. Schoberlin's book collec,
tion of Crane first editions, presentation copies, later editions, and
secondary works. Purchase, 1984.
Starrett, Vincent (1886-1974). Correspondence, 1922-43, ex,
changed with Crane admirers and contemporaries. Acquired, in part,
with the Ames W. Williams Collection, 1950.
Williams, Ames William. Correspondence, 1940-45, exchanged
in his preparation of Stephen Crane: A Bibliography (1948). Acquired
with the Ames W. Williams Collection, 1950.
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..Jr News of the Libraries )
""1Land the Library Associates ·
UNIVERSITY LIBRARIAN TAKES OFFICE
To those many Associates whose daily business does not center on
campus affairs, it will come as good news that since 1 March 1986 a
new head of libraries has taken office here. Dr. David H. Starn comes
to us as University Librarian from the New York Public Library, where
for eight years he was the Andrew W. Mellon Director of The Re,
search Libraries. This was a position of extensive responsibility which,
interestingly, included the management of The Performing Arts Re,
search Center at Lincoln Center and The Schomburg Center for
Research in Black Culture in Harlem.
Dr. Starn is notably qualified to assume a prominent role in shap,
ing the future of the Syracuse University Libraries. He is well,known
as an able and experienced library administrator who expresses his
ideas with lively and good,humored energy, both in print and on the
podium. His many scholarly interests ipclude English history and lit,
erature, languages, Biblical studies, and music. A bookman and hu,
manist at heart, he has an infectious, Renaissance curiosity which
does not exclude technological areas at the other end of the aca,
demic spectrum. Weare very lucky indeed to have him here at our
university.
Joining him on the rolls of active Associates is his wife Deirdre,
who will be taking on the teaching duties of retiring Professor Antje
B. Lemke in the School of Information Studies. We welcome them
both and wish them and their three children much happiness in their
new lives in Syracuse.
RECENT ACQUISITIONS
Ronald G. Becker of Peoria, Illinois, has donated to the George
Arents Research Library his extraordinary photograph collection of
circus professionals and entertainers. The 1147 images, printed for
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the most part as personal advertisements on the small nineteenth,
century cartes,de,visite and the larger cabinet cards, were made dur,
ing the years 1840 to 1930 by the New York City photographer Charles
D. Eisenmann and his successor Francis Frank Wendt. Included are
portraits of P. T. Barnum, dancer and snake charmer Lulu Lataska,
daredevil Bobby Leach, actresses and acrobats at all levels of fame,
as well as numerous sideshow performers: among others, the midget
General Tom Thumb; Jojo, the Dog,faced Boy; Francisco Lentini,
the Boy with Three Legs; Lalloo, the Double,bodied Person; giants;
skeleton men; albino twins; and bearded, fat, tattooed, and piebald
ladies.
The Ronald G. Becker Collection of Sideshow Photographs and
Memorabilia is open now for research use on the sixth floor of the
Bird Library.
Amy S. Doherty
University Archivist
Although it is not available for research at present, a large addi,
tion to the John Vassos Manuscript Collection has arrived at the
George Arents Research Library and should be brought to the atten,
tion of prospective researchers.
Vassos was known not only for his mystical and perceptive illus,
trations for a number of literary classics and his graphic interpreta,
tions of the human dilemma (cf. Phobia, for which Syracuse holds all
the original paintings), but also for his inventive genius in practical
design. He was one of the founders of the Industrial Designers Soci,
ety of America and the inspiration for the honorific John Vassos
Award for high standards in the field of industrial design. In this area
he is remembered particularly for having developed the first coordi,
nated store window displays, the first television set (for RCA), turn,
stiles used in the New York subway system, push,button tuning, and
indirect lighting. The recently acquired addition to his collection at
Syracuse most strongly represents his design work during the 1950s
and 1960s.
The Vassos Collection is one of several of Syracuse's large collec,
tions relating to the history of industrial design in the United States.
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Others of national note include the papers of Russel Wright, Walter
Darwin Teague, Lurelle Guild, Egmont Arens, Raymond Spilman,
and Arthur J. Pulos.
Carolyn A. Davis
Manuscripts Librarian
The Glenn Wyatt Wolcott (S. U. '17) collection of bookplates
and bookplate literature has been donated in his memory to the George
Arents Research Library by his wife Helen St. Onge. The more than
seven hundred bookplates, of which a number go back to the mid,
eighteenth century, include not only those of well,known artists, for
example, Rockwell Kent and J. J. Lankes, but also a good many of
historically interesting ownership. In this latter group are the ex Ii,
bris which once belonged to: W. E. Gladstone, Walt Disney, Lord
Cornwallis, Charlie Chaplin, Charles Dana Gibson, Enrico Caruso,
and Thomas Carlyle.
Mark F. Weimer
Rare Book Librarian
Two bookplates from the Wolcott Collection.
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PROGRAM FOR 1986-87
The Syracuse University Library Associates program for the aca,
demic year 1986-87 will be as follows:
October 15, 1986, 5-7 p.m. Opening reception for an exhibition
of materials from Syracuse Univer,
sity's von Ranke Collection in con,
junction with the conference on
"Leopold von Ranke and the Shaping
of the Historical Discipline" (Octo,
ber 16-18), co'sponsored by the Syr,
acuse University History Department
and the American Historical Associ,
ation. *
October 30-November 1 Book Sale, co,sponsored by the Li,
brary Associates and the Syracuse
University Libraries. The sale will
benefit library acquisition and preser,
vation programs.
November 13, 1986, 4 p.m. Robert Phillips, poet and editor, and
David H. Zucker, Professor of English
at Quinnipiac College
A DELMORE SCHWARTZ PRESENTA,
TION
December, 1986 Chancellor's reception.
February 26, 1987, 4 p.m. Cathleen A. Baker, Associate Profes,
sor of Paper Conservation, Art Con,
servation Department, SUNY Col,
lege at Buffalo
PRESERVATION OF SYRACUSE UNI,
VERSITY LIBRARIES' ELEPHANT FOLIO
EDITION OF AUDUBON'S BIRDS OF
AMERICA
• Professor James M. Powell is making arrangements for the publication of the
conference proceedings.
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March 26, 1987, 4 p. m. Mary H. Marshall, Syracuse Univer,
sity Emeritus Professor of English
POGGIO BRACCIOLINI AND THE RE,
NAISSANCE REDISCOVERY OF THE
CLASSICS
April 17, 1987, 12:00 noon Spring Luncheon and Annual Meet,
ing
Frank G. Burke, Acting Archivist of
the United States
BICENTENNIAL OF THE U.S. CONSTI,
TUTION (1787-1987)
POST,STANDARD AWARD CITATION FOR 1986
Arlene and Jerome Gerber, you have honored us over the years by
your constant selflessness and your commitment to high ideals; and
today, we honor you. Your deep concern for the Syracuse community
has brought to us many wonderful and enduring benefits.
Jerome R. and Arlene Gerber, recipients of the Post'Standard Award
for 1986 (Photo: Steve Sartori).
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Although you were able to attend Syracuse University only for a
short period, you have nonetheless maintained close ties with the
University. Your oldest son Bob is a Syracuse University graduate.
You have a special association with the University Libraries and are
life members of the Library Associates.
Your vision and unusual generosity in taking the initiative to es,
tablish the Arlene and Jerome Gerber Endowment Fund for Judaica
have inspired us all. Your enthusiastic participation was also critical
in establishing the fledgling Jewish Studies Program at Syracuse Uni,
versity. For these things, your many friends on the faculty thank you.
You are active philanthropically across a wide range of interests
not only in University and Jewish circles but also in the community
at large. It is as though the writers of the Talmud had in mind a
generosity such as yours when they wrote of the person who ob,
served:
I did not find the world desolate when I entered it; my father
planted for me before I was born; so do I plant for those who
will come after me.
In recognition of your unstinting support of the Syracuse Univer,
sity Libraries, it is both proper and fitting that you have jointly been
designated this. year to be the recipients of the Post,Standard Award
for Distinguished Service to the Syracuse University Libraries.
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IN MEMORIAM
REG MANNING, a Pulitzer Prize winning editorial cartoonist, life
member of Library Associates, and a man of penetrating wit, died on
March 10, 1986. The George Arents Research Library is indebted to
him for the gracious gift of a large number of his papers, which in,
elude original editorial cartoons, watercolor paintings and illustra,
tions, as well as the manuscripts of several of his book,length publi,
cations.
CONSTANCE PIERREPONT NOYES ROBERTSON, former trustee of Li,
brary Associates, died in her home on March 10, 1985. Mrs. Rob,
ertson was the granddaughter of John Humphrey Noyes, the founder
of the Oneida Community, about which, in culmination of an ex,
tensive and honored literary career, she wrote three definitive stud,
ies. Through her kindness, a large collection of Robertson papers as
well as her personal reference library are now held here at Syracuse
University.
JOHN VASSOS, the well,known industrial designer, author of Pho,
bia, and artist, illustrator, died on December 6, 1985. During his life,
time his great love of rare books and manuscripts drew him into a
long and loyal association with the Syracuse University Library As,
sociates, of which he became a trustee and life member. Because of
his generosity, the George Arents Research Library holds a large col,
lection of his papers, paintings, and designs.
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THE SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY ASSOCIATES, founded
in 1953, is a society whose efforts are devoted to the enrichment of
the Syracuse University Libraries and especially the rare book and
manuscript collections. The Associates' interests lie in strengthening
these collections through the acquisition of unusual books, manu~
scripts, and other research materials which are rare and often of such
value that the Libraries would not otherwise be able to acquire them.
The Associates welcome anyone to join whose interests incline in
the direction of book collecting or the graphic arts. The perquisites
of membership include borrowing privileges and general use of the
Syracuse University Libraries' facilities and resources, as well as in~
vitations to exhibitions, Associates~sponsored lectures, and special
events of the University Libraries. In addition, members will receive
our incidental publications, typographic keepsakes, and the Syracuse
University Library Associates Courier, a semiannual publication which
contains articles related to unusual and interesting aspects of the Li~
braries' holdings and, in particular, to the holdings of the George
Arents Research Library for Special Collections.
SUGGESTED MEMBERSHIP CONTRIBUTIONS are as follows: Benefac~
tor, $500; Sustaining member, $200; Individual member, $50; Fac~
ulty and staff of Syracuse University, $30; Senior citizen and student,
$20. Checks, made payable to Syracuse University Library Associates,
should be sent to the Secretary, 100 E. S. Bird Library, Syracuse
University, Syracuse, NY 13244~2010. For further information about
the programs and activities of the Library Associates, telephone (315)
423~2585.
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